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Complacency and Safety
,.; 1r FIND fault with the complacenJl cy which seems to exist among
students and faculty in most colleges and universities in the
United States. Educational institu.. tions should be 'dangerous' environments in which young people
live during the formative years of
_. their lives.
"It is proper for young people
to be radical, restless, and discon.,. tented with the status quo and
eager to see great changes occurring in the social structure. It is
unnatural for them to be complacent, passive, and primarily
concerned with security and willing to allow the older generation
• to be more radical than they are.
. . . There is too little agitation
toward reform and improvement,
,., too little organized effort among
students which takes on the na-
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ture of public protest or positive
suggestion of desirable change."
The man who spoke those
words is President Samuel N.
Stevens of Grinnell College. We
quote them at some length because they represent a refreshing
exception to the great volume of
hogwash that flooded us during
the late winter and early spring.
But in quoting President Stevens
we also take the chance, which he
has taken, of getting ourselves labeled a subversive and a dupe of
the Commies and a cancer on the
body politic.
And, frankly, we don't care
what we get called. One of our
readers has written recommending
that we drop our mask of pseudosophistication and speak from our
heart, and we propose to do just
that. As we see it, our country is
deathly sick. We have lost faith
1

2
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in the very principles that we nanow because they can see in
would require everyone to parrot. every day's paper new evidence '"
Our personal and national lives that if, in their restlessness and
are motivated by fear-fear of war, discontent, they do unwise things
fear of death, fear of Communism, or join movements which propose •
fear of any thought which departs any alternative to the status quo,
from the traditional, fear of hun- they mark themselves indelibly,
ger, fear of losing physical attrac- for life, with no possibility of._
tiveness, fear of having our repu- future redemption. And so they
tations smeared by irresponsible stay quiet, and safe. And 1984
headline-hunters, fear of birth and seems considerably less than 34 j
years in the future.
.,... ·
living and the grave.
What is it but fear that prompts
the administration to shut its
...
mind to proposals such as those
suggested by Senators McMahon Royal Troubles
...
and Tydings for effecting a settleAVING gotten thus wrought up,
ment between East and West?
we comfort ourselves with '-.
What is it but whistling in the the thought that things are tough
clark of an irrational fear that in the king business these days,
prompts Louis Johnson to spout too. Belgium's Leopold III is conjingoistic rot about being ready sidered an undesirable by 43 per
for war at a moment's notice? cent of his loyal subjects and ,. '
What is it but fear or the shod- Seretse Khama has been forbid- J
diest kind of politics that causes den by the British government to ,..
supposedly responsible men to la- return to his tribe in Bechuana- •
bel as subversive people whose land where his white bride awaits
only crime was to hold member- her lord's return.
ship, at some time in their past,
In Leopold's case, the moral
in organizations which included seems to be that a monarch in the ...
in their membership a few vocifer- modern world is safe so long as ,
ous Communists?
he, like the House of Lords, does
But President Stevens wants nothing and does it very well.
youth to be "radical, restless, and Leopold took the kinging business
discontented with the status quo"! too seriously, led his troops into
Well, we suspect that youth is just battle in the late war while other "'
that. But youth is, as it always crowned heads were making off
has been, above all else extremely for far-away places, and lost his ~
cautious. Young people are afraid job and the confidence of his peo- w
to stray from the straight and pie because he could not undo on

H
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rhe battlefield the purblind depolicies of the Belgian government of pre-war years.
Seretse's case interests us because
~ it illustrates rather well how unbalanced is the presentation of the
news that we get in our newspapers. For well over two years
o~now, the government of the Union
of South Africa has been pursuing
a policy of discrimination against
~the native peoples of South Africa
(the so-called "apardheid" policy)
and few papers have considered it
.,newsworthy enough even for the
inside pages. Comes this Seretse, a
· decent enough young chap who
• happens to marry an English girl,
and everything that happens to
him makes page one. We are glad
he gets to go back to his Bechuanaland tribe, but we would be
even happier if the aroused con•science of the world would bring
pressure upon the government of
the Union of South Africa to deal
_.justly with the millions of Seretse's race who are the victims of
laws which make them second.-class citizens in their own country.
~fense

Envoy to Vatican?
HE

resignation of Myron Tay-

T lor as the President's personal
.; representative at the Vatican has
reopened the question of whether
this government should maintain
... diplomatic relations with the Pa-

3

pal Court. We notice that the
Federal Council of Churches of
Christ has gone on record as opposing the appointment of a successor to Mr. Taylor and we suspect that Protestants generally feel
that maintaining an envoy at the
Vatican violates the principle of
separation of church and state.
We would, of course, be strongly opposed to any kind of preferential treatment in favor of any
church body. At the same time, we
recognize that Vatican City is a
sovereign state within which the
Pope is a temporal ruler. We recognize further that, as a listening
post, it is one of the most valuable
in Europe. We think that the Federal Council missed both of these
points in its protest.
In a technical sense, of course,
we have long maintained full diplomatic relations with the heads
of church bodies. The British king
is the titular head of the Church
of England and the king of Sweden is the titular head of the Lutheran Church in his country .
Admittedly these rulers do not
function as ecclesiastical officials
but if one wants to be narrowly
legalistic in deciding where we
shall send envoys a case could be
made for withholding representation at the British and Swedish
courts.
In our judgment, the sending
of an envoy to the Vatican does
not confer any special advantages

The CRESSET

4

upon the Roman Catholic population of the United States nor
does it imply any approval on the
part of our government of Roman
Catholic theology. The post is a
very strategic one in which to have
someone representing the government of the United States and we
favor maintaining some sort of
diplomatic representation there.

Insulting the Host
it comes to criticizing
contemporary American
mores, we can be just as critical as
anybody else. But we are getting
more than a little fed up on
criticism by outsiders who dash
around the country for a few days
or weeks and then start diagnosing our troubles.
Just a few weeks ago, for instance, ten students from the Near
East, the Far East, and Southern
Asia spent ten weeks covering the
country from New York to Texas
and, on their return to New York,
gave their reactions to what they
had seen. The reactions followed
the familiar pattern: American
home life has been reduced to
"mad scurrying," "life is thought
of and led so much in terms of
material interests that there has
been a decline in material standards," "American life is so complex," "Americans tend to condemn everything that isn't capi-
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talism by calling it communism,"
"discrimination is wilfully done ~
here," and so forth.
As it happens, most of these
criticisms are fully justified and "'
many of us are thoroughly
ashamed of the fact that such
things are true about our country. j
But, after all, we don't accept tea'"
at a man's house, spend twenty
minutes with him, and then start 1
criticizing his wife's cooking or '>-f i
the baby's manners. Less still do
we do that sort of thing when we
are planning to put a touch on ~
the man.
Unfortunately, we have a full -,
share of our own people who do '9
the same sort of thing when they
go abroad. Some of us will remember the junketing congressmen
who, last year, gave such a shocking exhibition of bad taste in their •
travels through Europe. With the
vacation season burgeoning into ~
full bloom, this might be a good ,.
time for all of us to brush up on
the proper manners for a guest in
other people's homes.

Gone to the Dogs
now comes word that even
man's best friend has turned
against him. From the Italian
Alps comes a report that the
kindly St. Bernards, long famed
for their rescue work in the mountains, h ave taken to chomping on
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the people they were supposed to
... rescue.
The reason for this reversal in
behavior appears to stem out of
the food problem in Europe. The
big
dogs used to put away two
I
1
pounds of meat a day, just right
for inducing a sense of well-being
"' and charity toward all living
•
things. Since the war, the ration
has had to be cut to a pound a
~ At< clay and the clogs are hungry. And
it seems that hungry dogs, like
hungry people, tend to become
~ introspective, morose, and generally unfit company for man and
beast.
.r
vVe are expecting any time,now
to hear of the final step in their
degeneration. One of these clays,
one of these gloomy, misanthropic
clogs is going to sample the stuff
• that he carries in the keg strapped
to his neck and it will be Katybar-the-cloor in the Alps. Take an
~
empty stomach and fill it full of
cognac at those elevations and
even the gentlest of man's best
friends would turn into a rogue
., beast.

~~

I

.- Forgotten Lessons
ANDRE MAUROis' well-worn observation that "experience
.; teaches us that experience teaches
nothing" would seem to be validated by what is happening in
• Germany. After World War I, the
Saar area was set up as a neutral

5

zone, its status to be determined
by referendum later. The referendum was held and the area returned to Germany. So now it is
proposed once more to set the
Saar up as a neutral zone although
anyone with a modicum of geographical understanding recognizes that it cannot exist as a separate unit and must, eventually, go
either with France or with Germany.
Similarly, in the East, the historic rivalries between the Teutonic people of Germany and the
Slavic people of Poland were intensified by the construction of
an unworkable Polish corridor
through East Prussia to the Baltic.
The result of that move was to
make any long-term peace between
Germany and Poland impossible.
Now an even more impossible arrangement has been worked out,
an arrangement which we officially disapprove but which we have
officially cooperated in effectuating. This is the establishment of
the frontier between Germany
and Poland along the line of the
Oder and Neisse Rivers.
We hold no brief for Germany
and we fear, as much as anyone
could fear, the renascence of German militarism. But ultimately
Germany must either be destroyed
or it must be allowed to return to
the position which the logic of
geography has reserved for it on
the continent of Europe. And

6
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when she returns to that position,
there will be no power of persuasion strong enough to keep her
from reclaiming the areas which,
rightly or wrongly, she considers
proper parts of her national territory.
The Polish government recognizes this fact and is trying to get
around it by removing Germans
from the area between the OderNeisse line and the Polish heartland. The assumption is that if
Germans can be removed from the
area and Poles brought in, the
line will become not only a political boundary but an ethnic
boundary. It is hardly to our credit that we are helping to carry out
this project, a project that involves the moving of eight million
Germans into the already overcrowded German areas to the
west.
Our support of the project puts
us in the anomalous position of
helping to justify a boundary of
which we disapprove and, further,
of siding with a Communist Polish government against a democratic West German government.
And so completely have we forgotten the hard-learned lesson of the
years after the first World War
that we do not recognize that we
are rebuilding now in central
Europe the same unstable conditions that made permanent peace
an impossibility in the years between the two great wars.

On Mother's Day
W ENTIETH-CENTURY

America,

T which is hardly noted for rev-

•

erence, has an almost superstitious
respect for three institutions: Religion, which less than half of us
profess and even fewer practice;
the Constitution, which very few 1r
of us have read all the way
through; and Motherhood, which
~
lies beyond the capabilities of well ,_,.. j
over half of us.
While a few writing-men, notably Philip Wylie, have on occasion ,
taken a few swings at Motherhood, editors, ourselves included,
.,j
have always displayed an especial- .,.
ly high regard for the institution
as, indeed, we should, considering
how bleak would be the outlook
for future subscribers were there
no mothers. Nevertheless, we must •
take issue with the National
Mothers' Day Committee over the
poster they have got up for this ~
year and we do same in the spirit
of a publication which, whatever
its faults, has never spoken irreverently of Mother.
The poster the committee has
got out is a pretty one, all right,
with a tousle-haired little boy to -f
port, a curly-haired little girl to
starboard, and Mama in the middle-all three lying on the greens- ..,
ward with eyes uplifted and shiny,
lips laughing, hair sparkling in
the sunlight, and wholesomeness .,.
radiating from every feature.

-
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But two questions bother us. As
nearly as we can make out, the
older of the two children must be
pushing six and yet Mama, if we
are any judge of feminine age,
can't be much past twenty-two or
maybe twenty-three. Is the committee, in a devious and underhanded way, trying to encourage
child marriage?
The second thing that bothers
us is the fact that the mother on
the poster seems to be just about
as untypical of mothers generally
as any human being of the feminine sex could be. Mothers come
in all sizes and shapes and colors
but we discovered the other evening, while we were trying to hit
upon some one quality that all
mothers share and that would be
readily identifiable in any mother,
that the distinguishing mark of
motherhood is an expression
which defies complete analysis but
which is compounded of a sort of
shrewdness and firmness and tolerant good humor. The committee's mother simply looks too trusting, too starry-eyed, too full of
joie de vivre to be the mother of
two such healthy, high-spirited
rapscallions as the poster depicts .
But we are still all for motherhood and we are all for the committee. We hope that the poster
reminds everyone of his mother
and that the remembrance will
prompt everyone to give his own
mother some tangible evidence of

the love and the respect she deserves this Mother's Day.

The Balance

DR.

~

HANS SELYE, of Montreal,
has made the interesting discovery that the human body can
destroy itself in putting up too
good a defense against outside
stresses such as germs, worry, injury, or overwork. What happens
is that the body rushes secretions
from the adrenal glands into the
blood stream to fight off the danger and these secretions, which at
first are protective, become destructive.
We commend this discovery to
the consideration of the Hon.
Joseph McCarthy, junior senator
from the State of Wisconsin. We
also commend to the Senator the
Fearless Fosdick sequence of some
six months ago in which, as some
of our more literate readers may
remember, the mythical detective
undertook to prevent the citizens
of an unnamed city from being
poisoned by a lethal can of beans.
His method, strikingly similar to
the senator's investigative procedure, was to shoot anybody he
found eating beans.
But to get back to Dr. Selye's
discovery. His theory, if true, presents another example of the delicate and tenuous balance between
life and death and the more we
think about it the more we begin

8

The CRESSET

to grasp what the Psalmist was
referring to when he marveled at
the fearful and wonderful way in
which he had been made. At this
moment, thanks to all kinds of
delicate balances inside us (of
most of which we are completely
unconscious)," we are sitting at a
typewriter thinking up words to
put down on a page. Disturb just
one of those balances and we arc
just another entry in the obituary
column.
All of which reminds us o[
something our preacher said in
his Easter sermon. Discussing the
immortality of the soul, he said
that there is no greater difficulty
in accepting the fact of resurrection than there is in accepting the
fact of life. And there really isn't,
is there?

Money and the Stars
E HAVE here two dispatches
datelined Rangoon. The
ftrst reports that Mr. Allen Griffin,
chairman of a State Department
survey group, says that Burma's
greatest need is the restoration of
a ll administrative services and
that his committee will recommend financial aiel from the
United States. Th e second dispatch, datelined the following
day, reports that the cabinet of
Prime Minister Thakin Nu, after
consulting the local astrologers,

W

had decided that the stars were
not auspicious for the resignation ..
they had planned and so had deferred resigning.
vVe are just one faceless tax- .,.
p ayer and our contribution to
overseas aid is not likely to tip the
balance between East and '"'est,
but we want the people in charge of disbursing funds to know that
we do not slave over a hot typewriter all day to supply pocket --1
money for people who play astrological hunches. We are likewise
jolly well fed up on underwriting ~
wastrels, private and governmental. Burma has a greater per capita
!I
wealth than any other country in
Asia. There is oil, there is an exportable surplus of rice, there is
hardwood, and there are a considerable number of minerals and
foodstuffs that the Burmese could •
parlay into cash if they will get
clown to business and cut out the
,.,
intramural throat-cutting that has
been going on for a long time
now, since long before there was
ever any such thing as Communtsm.
And what we say about Burma
goes for its neighbor, Siam. We
are all for giving every bit of help
we can to countries which, over
the long pull, have proved friendly to us and are likely to remain 9
our friends in the future, aid or
no aid. We don't think that any
man or any country can buy
friends. Polonius may have been
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a nosey old fool but he spoke
sooth when he said that "gift oft
loses both itself and friend."
j
We should know by now who
•
our friends are. Let them have
money and ships and food and
whatever else we can send them.
And keep those fool astrologers'
" fingers out of .our pockets.
I...,
•

1

New Angle?
tl

to

agencies come and
G ovERNMENT
go, but the advertising pro-

fession goes on forever. It is therefore with assurance and equanimity that we wait to see in our national journals and on the radio
what the profession will do about
cigarette advertising, now that the
Federal Trade Commission has
,. stated that all cigarettes are about
equally harmful. We suspect that
plans are already afoot and we
• suspect that we know the tack
they will follow.
''OFALLFIVEMAJOR
BRANDS," the ad will say, "OLD
·-p STRIKE DREW THE GENTLEST REBUKE!" "Yaaa-aas,"
the announcer will purr, "over a
• period of 75 years, Old Strike has
been threatened with prosecution
fewer times than all other leading
_, brands put together!" Speedy
Riggs will give way to Effingham
Selwyn Twill, corporation lawyer,
., whose Down-East twang will
vouch for the fact that in thirty

1•
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years of practice in the federal
courts, he has seen more suits dismissed against Old Strike than
against any other brand.
Meanwhile, we shall go on
smoking our own brand of slow
destruction, chosen not for any
medicinal properties it possesses
or because of its round, firm,
fully-packed shape or because it
is naturally milder or because we
prefer a treat to a treatment but
simply because the manufacturer
is modest almost to the point of
bashfulness in his advertising.

Citizen of the World
FEEL called upon to say
VV something about young Garry Davis' return to the United
States but we are not sure just
what we ought to say. Garry is
the actor and former bomber pilot
who renounced his American citizenship to become a citizen of the
world and stirred up quite a ruckus by bunking clown in the Palais
de Chaillot some time back during a session of the U. N. general
assembly.
For a long time now, we have
been trying to ride two horses.
Like young Davis, we can see the
fundamental incongruity of national states in our tiny global
world . Our world is one world,
like it or not, and nothing in the
foreseeable future can ever again

'\ }\ 1 E
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justify the establishment of arbitrary lines upon the earth separating one part of the human family
from another.
At the same time, we are still
Jeffersonian in our philosophy
of government. Governments, it
seems to us, become more dangerous in proportion to size and to
the number of people they govern. Given a world government,
how can you escape it? We feel
a certain security in the thought
that if the government of the
United States should ever become
the monstrous sort of thing we
have seen in so many countries
in our time, we could, one way or
another, make our way to some
corner of the world where we
could find a relatively free society.
But with a world government,
there is no escape except to some
as yet unexplored planet.
Our dilemma is, of course, just
one facet of the basic dilemma of
our times. How can one allow the
maximum freedom for the parts
and, at the same time, integrate
them into a frictionless whole?
vVe can't feel that Davis has the
answer, although we respect his
groping for it. Perhaps the dilemma is unresolvable and we shall
have to choose one horn or the
other. Only time will tell and
meanwhile young Garry is back
and rumor has it that he plans to
marry a dancing instructor from
Hollywood, California, in which

case, for him at least, much of our
present discussion may pass almost ,.
entirely into the realm of the academic.

Is Chastity Unscientific?
tO anthropologist
A CCORDING
MurdockofYale, the churches
ought to relax the standard of
sexual morality among youth and
permit "socially controlled premarital experimentation." He
bases his stand on studies made
which reveal that a large number
of human societies do not include
premarital chastity in their moral
codes, and on the contention that
in our own society "the principal
props of the older morality have
disappeared with the advent of
contraception and the scientific
mastery of venereal infection."
Murdock advances a number of
arguments for an approved outlet
of the sex urge in youth: it would
remove the feeling of guilt; it
would establish "normal heterosexual habits" at a time when the
sexual vigor is at its height; it
would remove relief from sexual
frustration which often becomes a
poor motive for marriage; and it
would prevent marriage between
sexual incompatibles.
The challenge of the Yale scientist brought quick reaction from
several leading churchmen. Very
appropriately they pointed out
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that man is a reasoning being. He
is not governed by glands and instincts. If he lets his tendencies
run wild, he will not develop a
stable personality. Removal of
sexual restraint from youth will
certainly not contribute toward
stability in married life later on.
If restraint is to be removed
from the sex urge, why not liberate other drives and "natural"
desires in man? Under the guise
of the protective urge one might
make a case for theft and murder

11

as well. God's prescribed way of
life for man is designed to train
and develop potentialities which
distinguish man from the beast
and label him as the foremost
among all visible creatures. Man's
attempts to make human "wisdom" superior to divine law reminds one of conditions in the
clays of Noah, to which the Savior
referred, when by his refusal to
be guided by the Spirit of God
man brought destruction upon
himself .

The

PILGRIM

""

J

"All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side."
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

BY JOHN STRIETELMEIER

1
....

I

~

bacon, frightening civil servants,
and giving advice . . . all of
the things that we do day after
clay, and always with a glow of
pleasure.
I read something like that and
immediately I think, "Now, why
didn't I write that?" . . . And I
suspect that I know why I didn't.
... I suspect that I am always too
conscious of Writing for Publication. . . . I know too well the
Power of the Printed '!\lord . . .
and so I look for my themes in
the realm of ideas rather than in
the realm of experiences and I
end up with a certain number of
words built into a professionallycorrect structure and unified
around some Big Theme, but cold
and lifeless as a well-laid-out
corpse . . . and there is a certain
dignity, I suppose, in being a
capable undertaker, but it is a
dignity far inferior to that of the
creator.
What got me off on this tack
was a discussion some of us had a
few weeks ago about formulating

Dear Pilgrim:
One of these days when you
have an unclaimed evening, you
should browse through the collection of J. B. Priestley's essays
which was published this spring
by Harper under the title of Delight . ... It is the kind of thing
that makes a writing man want to
kick himself all the way from
Land's End to John o' Groats.
... You know what I mean, the
sort of thing any one of us has
Lhe mechanical background and
the store of experiences to write,
but which we don't write ... the
same sort of thing that we keep
running up against in the New
YoTker, in the Christian Century's
Simeon Stylites, and in the bettf'r
humorists.
'1\That Priestley does is simply
set down, in just the right words,
the experiences which have delighted him . .. nothing profound,
you understand .. . simple everyclay things like reading in bed
about foul weather, making stew,
buying books, waking to smell
12
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a curriculum for a department of
journalism . . . . We were trying
to figure out what one can do, in
a formal way, to make writers out
of undergraduates who have mastered the techniques of using the
English language . . . . We came
up, finally, with a set of desirable
courses, but I think that we were
all aware of the fact that we had
not done much, if anything, about
the fundamental problem . ... For
writing, like music, is both a craft
and an art. ... The craft can be
passed on, in rules and principles
and formulae, from one person to
another. . . . The art, it seems,
has to come from within . . . and
about all that one can do to develop the art is to let it alone, to
stay out of its way so that it has
a chance to rise to the surface and
to grow.
Sometimes I think that a really
good department of journalism
(or a really good course in creative writing) would offer a set of
courses entitled simply Hearing,
Seeing, Smelling, Tasting, and
Feeling.... For each course, you
would need some very sensitive
person who could communicate
to other people what it actually
means to smell (let us say) a new
coating of asphalt on a city street
or to taste a cup of black coffee
after a long hike in the wintertime . . . . The student's work in
the course, I suppose, would simply be a matter of exposing him-
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self to a variety of experiences,
drawing the impressions derived
from those experiences up to the
level of articulation, and then setting them down on paper according to the rules and formulae ol
the craft.
One of the participants in our
discussion wanted to go even farther . . . . He wanted to make it
a prerequisite to the journalism
course that the student must have
had no work in English composition. . . . I suspect that even he
did not quite mean what he said,
but all of us could see what he was
driving at. . .. I saw it even more
clearly several nights ago when I
read a delightful English book
called The Landscapes of Britain.
... The author is an artist, Stephen Bone. . . . His writing is
beautiful but it could never get
by any well-run English department in the country. . . . His
sentences are simply groups of
words set off from each other by
periods. . . . Comma splices, each
one of which would lower his
grade by one letter, abound. . . .
But for sheer artistry in the use
of words and for genius in painting a living, breathing word-picture, I cannot think of more than
half a dozen books that can compare with this one . . . . Is the
great writer, like the ancient emperor, super grammaticum> above
grammar? Is a sentence, as our
English composition books say,

14

The CRESSET

only "a group of words containing
a subject and a predicate and expressing a complete thought" or
is it, in its highest form, something beyond a neat structural
form?
An editor who participated in
our discussion came up with a
sidelight on this whole general
topic which will interest, and may
amuse, you_ . . . In discussing
desirable background courses for
journalism students, he was most
insistent that we keep the kids
out of the natural sciences, out of
philosophy, and out of theology.
. . . His reason, and I must say
that I am tempted to concede its
validity, is that these fields have
developed such a fund of specialized jargon that their practitioners
have all but completely lost the
art of communicating with anybody outside the field . . . . How
would you, for instance, translate
this sentence from a textbook in
geomorphology?
In accord with his concept that
initial rapid uplift, followed by long
stillstand and a sequential degradational development, is the representative case for fluvial geomorphology,
Davis assumed that furth er upheaval
would be intermittent and, in effect,
per saltum.

Examples of philosophical and
theological writing I cannot give
you because my typewriter has
only English type-faces .... Mean-

while, if the list is still open for
additions and amendments, I
would like to nominate as an additional field which carries more
than a normal load of jargon the
field of psychology.
My own contribution to the discussion, and one which I think
I would make to any similar discussion, is that the first obstacle
any writer has to overcome, and
especially young writers, is the
temptation to write for posterity.
... I got that idea from reading
the Bible, Plato, Shakespeare, and
E. B. White. . . . David wrote
psalms to be used in the worship
of people living in his own generation. . . . St. Paul addresses
himself to specific problems facing
specific people in a specific situation .. . . Plato writes for his own
age and about contemporary problems. . . . Shakespeare writes his
plays for an Elizabethan audience
which, he hoped, would like them
well enough to buy seats and pay
for his groceries.. . . E. B. White
writes about his farm in Maine or
some late news-break and leaves
the Significant stuff to the highbrows of the "little magazines."
And that, by a rather involved
and .tortuous road, brings us back
to Priestley and Delight . ... Here
is first-class writing . . . first-class
precisely because it reflects basic
human responses to familiar situations . .. . I am neither a prophet
nor the son of a prophet but I
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would venture to predict that if
someone a couple of hundred
years from now should come upon
Delight and find that this ancient
author, J. B. Priestley, rhapsodizes
over awakening to the smell of

coffee, bacon, and eggs, he will
feel an immediate kinship with
Priestley . . . . But with how many
of Priestley's contemporaries who
are writing for posterity?
jOHN

.•
Georges Rouault
Painter of Man and the Man Christ Jesus
By

MARTY MARTY

wo men of the " big three·· of

a relaxing "prettiness"; it was a •.._
demanding master that required
his whole energy, his whole life;
it taught him to know God, to '..
judge the judges, to love man
when that love seemed least deserved. Christ was not only the
subject-matter for his art, He was
the focus of Rouault's every
stroke, even when he portrayed
clowns, harlots, the despised of
the earth, the victims of cruelty .
Never capricious like Matisse or
anarchical like Picasso, he pursued his melancholy calling with
a devotion unparalleled in modern times.
In fact, that a giant as this
should paint Christ at all only sets It
off into bolder relief the neglect
of lesser artists. It· is one thing,
though, to blame the secularism of artists today and another to
realize that the state of modern
art only illustrates to us the state
of society today: God is forgotten
in a "Christian" civilization. Men
do not paint Christ because man
does not want Christ. That is why

T modern art bear a curious re-

lation to the Christian theme.
Henri Matisse, who once though t
that a painting should create the
same sensation as a "good armchair," has suddenly turned to religious art with amazing ambition,
and has announced that he intends to spend his last creative
efforts on liturgical work. Two
years his junior, Georges Rouault,
"the monk of modern art," has
turned from a life of serious religious work to a less demanding
lyricism. He had considered himself a "prisoner of shadows till my
death," but, commenting on arecent exhibit declared, "I spent my
life painting twilights. I ought to
have the right now to paint the
dawn." So Matisse begins and
Rouault retires.
A summary review should assign a "well done" to this humble
servant of his art and his Savior,
and would grant him a rest from
his exhausting efforts. For religious art was never, to Rouault,
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church people should be thankful
that at least one man of genius
fearlessly devoted himself to this
unrewarding lifework. A study o(
hi s paintings might well inspire
them to encourage living church
art.
They will find, first of all, that
his paintings spring from his own
personal Christianity; that is why
they are so peculiarly honest. Yet
this personal vision is wedded to
his view of society. He may or
may not be the "Job on the
dunghill of modern culture" that
"vomits his epoch," but his Christ
is so related to today's man that
any study of the reason for his art
begins in his view of man and
society.
I

Man to him is the victim of
men-men of war, men of money,
men of power. His Dostoievskian
outlook does not permit him to
compromise in his ferocious judgment of the people and forces that
enslave man today. What sorrows
him most and thus incites him to
attack is the status of justice today. Man is a Wolf to Man is the
title of one of his etchings-but
he who should prevent this wolfishness, the judge, is himself somewhere in character "between the
bear and the ass." No words of
our century speak so boldly and
clearly on the perverted nature
o( justice as does this man's brush
as he portrays the judges.
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So he surveys the situation of
man and paints it; his aim is not
to hurt but to heal. Like the doctor who studies anatomy so he can
bring comfort to broken bodies,
Rouault examines civilization so
he can bring help to its helpless.
Being a Christian, he knows that
this help is God. His art is not
on ly spiritu al art, not only religious art, it is specifically evangelically Christian. The God he presents is the God of mercy, it is
true, but a mercy that means
something because this God became man, became the victim of
him whom He came to save (note
again the curious inversion of
justice), "was stricken, smitten of
God, and afflicted . . . wounded,
bruised, oppressed, dumb."
Rouault prefaces his master
etchings MiseTere et Guerre with
a picture of a sad visage that asks
f;Vho Does Not Frown? then gasps
From the Depth We Cry to Thee,
0 Lo1·d. For him the God to
whom we cry is Himself the victim of the great divorce that man
has made through sin; it is really
God who is outraged b y all this
injustice and inhumanity. Hi s
heads of Christ reflect the savagery of the world; He wears a
sorrowful, pathetic cloak of grief.
He bleeds. H e dies. In doing so,
however, He redeems man-that
is the only relief in M. Rouault's
painting.
The casual Protestant of today
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calls this outlook "medieval." It but in his own words he sets a
is true that this is definitely Lent- higher ideal: "My only ambition
en art as Gruenewald (whom in life is to be able some day to
Rouault admires) would have paint a Christ so moving that
painted. "My real life is back in those who see Him will be conthe age of the cathedrals" he has verted." It is interesting to see
confessed. All that is, however, how a modern ~rtist attempts to
only a point of orientation. The approach modern man, to break
Amos of modern art is not an down the barriers through an
anachronism because he translates idiom ("the modern") that still
the timeless Christian message for has little effect on the masses.
the 2oth century scene.
The artist views the spiritual
II
catastrophe as a humble servant,
The characteT of M. Rouault's
but still he feels constrained to painting is highly individualistic.
judge. "I am bold, but I have the His technique, if one chooses to
timidity and stupid angers of a call it that, produces what appears
child," he confessed. This did not at first to be something very
prevent him from deciphering the ugly. The original impression the
problems of his fellow man with viewer receives is that he is standlove and interest. His approach is ing too close to a stained glass
almost naive, he is practically un- window. It has become almost aximaterialistic in his devotion to omatic to compare this style with
his craft. Suares has said, "You medieval windows; the coarse outpaint as one exorcises," and lines in black remind one of the
Rouault believes that art must go thick ribbons of lead separating
"on its knees or necessarily on its window fragments, his canvases
back or belly."
are so loaded with color that they
Critics attempt to determine seem to light themselves. But it is
how he employs such a·demanding hard to trace his style only to wincreative impulse. They usually dows, or to Negro sculpture, or
find his aim to be a creation of to Bosch or Gruenewald, or his
a 2oth century mythology, to de- teacher, Moreau. He chose to folvelop a personal contemporary re- low no traditional technique, no
ligious iconography, to display the school, but to present his message
difference between religious art in a direct, straightforward, aland religious subject-matter, or to most vulgarly crude and yet someproduce liturgical art by bringing times tenderly lyrical manner.
He is sometimes classed with
man to an awareness of God and
of his sin. Rouault does all that, the Expressionists, but he is not
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formally connected with any
movement. He certainly never belonged to a cult of beauty-there
is no trace of prettiness in his pictures. His figures are not nice;
someone has said that he walks
down the street and sees beggars,
buffoons, harlots, creatures of circumstance, and IS unable to
change them. He chooses to discuss them as they are. That Is
almost unique in an age which
chooses to lose itself in the colors
and forms, the geometrical shapes
and spectral lights-forgetting
subject-matter. But subject-matter
came first to Rouault. He was impelled to do with it what he could.
Born in the last French Revolution m 1871 (his mother was
thrown from her bed by a stray
shell that hit their Paris home
and gave hastened birth to Georges 111 the cellar) he began to
paint early. Financial matters
forced him to be apprenticed to
a stained-glass maker, but this
drudgery did not kill determination. He would run errands rather
than take the bus, so that he could
save the fare for paints, but, in
order not to cheat his employer's
time, he would run alongside the
bus. At this age, as he was largely
self-taught, he confessed, "I was
ignorant, but I was aware of a
welling-up within myself." Later
the master Moreau encouraged
him, taught him, and learnt to
appreciate hi~ htndamental rnel-
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ancholy. The great influences on
his life were Le6n Bloy and Ernest
Hello, Catholic writers of the
time. Success, of course, came late;
though his style had matured by
1910, he was little known till
1924, and only within the last ten
years has a cult of admirers and
imitators grown around him. All
this concerns Rouault little.
The important thing for Rouault, as always, IS his message.
His life, of course, has an effect
on that. The melancholy he experienced in his youth was sufficient to inspire a lifetime of tragic
effort. "I believe in suffering; with
me it is not feigned; that is my
only merit." "He is not," someone has said, "a Frenchman of
security, moderation, and logic.
As a spiritual explorer, mystic,
and fighter, he has his parallel in
men like Villon and Pascal." Yet
he is alone. Even though, or because he is a solitary man, he has
had a great effect on the art world.
Merely the fact that he .has a message was considered rare in modern French art; that this message
bore social and religious significance influenced others and is
partly responsible for the now
noticeable trend in that direction
111 the work of lesser men. His
own devotion, passion, and conscience. his one focus on sin and
redemption, his fierce moral judgment has, in a measure, restored
the consci nee o£ 2oth century art.
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His influence on man was, for
a time, less noticeable. There was
no relief, too much reality, gasping, bleeding, and pain in his
work. He never relented in his
aim. He painted thousands of
clowns but they were not funny.
His rough technique and somber
outlook frightened many. It took
the realism of World War II, the
death, in the churches, of optimism about man's nature, the rebirth of theology, to bring the
man of the church to look at
Rouault's Christ.
That is not strange, for this
genius did not portray Christ in
the essentially dishonest, flimsy
and feminine manner to which
the decadent and sentimental age
had turned. Rouault painted the
incarnate God so humanly that
Christians did not want to behold
as his sad paintings of Christ
Mocked by Soldiers demanded an
Ecce! It is only now as Christians
take stock for either a last-ditch
stand or an all-out offensive,
whichever you will, that they have
begun to realize that we need such
a portrayal of sin, sinners, and a
avior, such strength, vigor, and
unflinching honesty. We are learning to appreciate art like Rouault's because we are learning
that we have to listen, to understand and proclaim his message. It is true that he does not
have the whole picture; one cer~ainl)' misses portrai~s of r.he ~lori -

ous Lord, the Christus Rex, but
Rouault leaves that to others.
That raises the question, "What
is the Church doing to encourage
a living presentation of the religious theme?" Or will it continue
in this half-century to promote a
prettified imitation of an era that
died in the last century, or certainly before the First War? His
own inspiration and expression
has inspired and can inspire
others, but will they be heard?
The man of affairs has something
to sell, so he displays it visually.
The man of the state, be it totalitarian or democratic, has a creed
to express and an idea to put
across, and he docs it to a large
extent through art. The man o(
the church has something to say,
but he forgets this medium of expression. Christianity, possessing
the power and riches it always
had, has buried this expression behind a mass of traditions and conventions and sentiments. If it
wishes to regain the offensive, influence society, win man for
Christ, it must strip these away
a!J.d fearlessly present its message.
And one of the best ways is
through the arts, as it had for centuries.
lf and when we realize that and'
do something about it, the struggle of men of vision like Georges
Rou::tult will have become worthwhile. J( and when we do something abou~ it we will leam more
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about ourselves and about the
Christian message. Till then we
may go on talking, painting, and
printing, but we are really, to all
practical purposes, dead, for we
are only talking to ourselves.
Rouault would have something
to say on that. For him the Word
provides an impetus for free expression. Frequently compared to
the Old Masters, he once ex-
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plainecl how he felt toward them
and toward present-day art:
"I love them, but I am so far
away from them-in a certain way
. . . we must make ourselves understood in respect to them. ... "
(And then he closes his Notes on
Art with the Word that is so Important for our message:)
"The letter killet.h, but the
spirit giveth life."

~ I

Conversation Piece
By

LOUIS BALDWIN

we are to discuss The Three Little
Pigs. It might be well first to give
a precis of this famous tale, to
r efresh the minds of our listeners
as well as our own.
As you doubtless recall, the
story concerns three pigs and a
wolf. The first of the pigs constructed a house from a bundle of
straw; the wolf blew it down and
ate the pig. The second constructed a house from a load of sticks;
the wolf blew this down also and
a te the second pig. The third pig,
however, constructed a house of
bricks, which turned out to be
quite impervious to lupine exhalations. The wolf, after two unsuccessful attempts to lure the pig
out into the open where he could
be caught and eaten, forced entry
in to the house through the chimney, only to land in a steaming
cauldron which the third pig had
prepared for him. Now Froid,
what do you think of this story?
Froid: Splendid, splendid. An
excellent illustration of guilt complex. The wolf unquestionably
was suffering, in the end, from

day last week, while rumO maging
around in a Central
NE

Park trashcan, I came across a
transcript of a recent broadcast of
the well-known cultural radio
program, "Invitation to Read."
Though only a fragment, it contained such live comment that I
cannot resist the impulse to pass
it on to those not so fortunate as
to have seen it.
The discussion panel that day
consisted of three experts: Dr.
Paul Antimilieu, the moderator,
professor of literature at the U niversity of Plankton, an Aristotelian; Dr. Rheingold Froid, book
reviewer for The Couch) a publication for psychoanalysts; and Mr.
Josef Redfellow, literary critic for
The Proletarian) a left-of-the-left
weekly. The broadcast was one of
a series on folk literature, and
its particular subject was The
Three Little Pigs. As is customary,
the moderator made the introductory remarks:
A ntimilieu: Gentlemen, this is
the third in our series of broadcasts on folk literature, and today
22
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a guilt complex of ~lmos~ psychoti~ proportions. His feelmg of
guiltAntimilieu: Over what, Froid?
Froid: Eh?
Antimilieu: Over what? What
did he have to feel guilty about?
Froid: Well, that depends. I
couldn't say exactly, of course,
without meeting the particular
wolf in question. Bu_t if_ I ~ay
generalize, I should thmk It might
have had something to do with
the eating of the first two pigs.
Antimilieu: But why should he
feel guilty about that? Pigs is pigs,
as the saying goes, and it's in the
nature of wolves to eat pigs, isn't
it? What do you think, Redfellow?
Redfellow: Oh, yes, unquestionably. Simply a question of the survival of the fittest. It is perfectly
clear that the pigs represent the
workers. The wolf is obviously the
capitalist parasite. At the risk of
being diametrically opposed_ to
Froid, I must say I don t believe
in this guilt business. Capitalists
have no feeling of any kind, much
less of guilt. No, the thing that
prompted the wolf to. cli~b down
the chimney was capitalist greed.
Froid: If that's the case, there's
no point to his falling into the
pot at the encl. It was his successive frustrations at the hands of
the third pigAntimilieu: Feet.
Froid: What?
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Antimilieu: I said feet. A little
more appropriate than hands for
a pig, you know.
Froid: Oh, yes. Hal Well, anyway, it was his successiv_e frustrations that compelled lum to do
such a foolish thing.
Antimilieu: But where do you
find the justification for this interpretation? Are there any probabilities establishedRedfellow: Exactly! The wolf's
plan shows typical capitalist cunning. The chimney offered the
only means of entry. I can't su_bscribe to Froid's theory that a vtctim of near insanity could have
conceived such a diabolically
clever plan. It had only one flaw,
in fact-and if the pig had not
been even more astute than the
wolf, it surely would have worked,
and there would have been one
more casualty in the class war
among the ranks of the prole~ari
at, one more sacrifice to the gnncling avariceAntimilieu: I don't know, Reelfellow. Where are the probabilities established for that interpretation? Consider the relation of
part to part, and of each part to
the whole. \Ve must look at the
tale itself, after all, isolated front
its circumstances .
Froid: That's right, that's right.
·w e can't assume that the original
writer of this story was concerned
with economics. We've got to examine his characters for motiva-
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tion, and that's what I'm explaining. Now, the motivation of the
three little pigs is quite clear, as
well as quite basic. It's simply the
instinct of self-preservation-to
build houses to protect themselves
from the elements and maybe
from wolves. But the wolf is a
much more complicated characterRedfellow: He's complicated,
all right. That's just what I'm saying. All capitalists are complicated. They have to be, with all their
devious ways of exploiting the
worker. Remember how the wolf
tried to entice the third pig with
his description of the sweet turnips on Farmer Smith's farm? A
capitalist device if I everAntimilieu: Brown, wasn't it?
Redfellow: Who?
Antimilieu: The farmer. His
name was Brown, wasn't it?
Redfellow: No, Smith. Farmer
Smith. Right, Froid?
Fmid: No. It was Jones. Farmer
Jones. I'm sure of that because I
remember thinking when I read
the tale that the author might
have had a Job complex, nourished by an unconscious sense of
literary inadequacyAntimilieu: Inadequacy? How
inadequacy? Don't you think it's
a good story, Froid?
Froid: Well, Antimilieu, that
question is more in your field than
in mine. But it seems to me that
the answer lies in the intentions

of the author. If he made his
point, it's a good story. If he
didn't, it's not.
Antimilieu: And what would
you say is the point of the story?
Redfellow: That's the pointwhat is the point? It's simply this:
that capitalist greed can come to
no good end, that it has in it the
seeds of its own destruction. Take
the huffing and puffing, for instanceAntimilieu: Now, that's very interesting. Plockendorf is very emphatic about the huffing and puffing, you know. What is the significance of the wolf's conduct at
this point?
Froid: Manifestly a case of excessive extroversion, bordering on
pathological exhibitionism. The
circumstances offer the wolf ample
reason for puffing, but virtually
none for huffing. It is the frustration of this tendency that leads to
his ultimate downfall.
Redfellow: Why, that explanation overlooks the simple physiological fact that the wolf had to
huff in order to puff. Can you puff
without huffing, Froid? Did you
ever know anyone who could puff
without huffing?
Froid: Yes, of course. (He puffs
several times.) You see? The huff
is simply an unnecessarily exaggerated inhalation. (He puffs some
more.) You see. Quite unnecessary,
huffing.
Antimilieu: Well, I'd like to
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suggest that the wolf
pation at the sight of the pig in
sist urp
Thus ends the fragment. For a
full transcript, I understand, you

.

•

25

can tear out the tubes from your
radio and send them in to your
local station. The fragment, brief
as it is, should inspire many to clo
just that.

Human history can be told in terms of the successive
victories of quiet forces over their noisy enemies. Repeatedly in science as well as religion, some new idea has
come so silently that it caught at first but the inner ear
of one who listened and then was heard but by a few,
like the twelve disciples about our Lord in Galilee, and
all around these still small voices raged the antagonistic
world. But again and again the ultimate victory has
gone not to the shouts upon the street corner, but to the
voice heard in the inner chamber, as Jesus said.
HARRY EMERSON FosmcK

.
Yvonne: Ove:rtu:re to
a Painting
By

wALTER RIESS

OR

John the night was always

F filled with a million promises:

from the death of his mother onward there had been many promises, and in the waiting for the fulfillment he had learned his most
beautiful truths, and then had
gone on waiting, drawing sometimes, painting less, mostly working and becoming tired and helpless, too helpless to become impatient. 'Vhen he found Yvonne, the
waiting was clone.
I will not say that you are going
to see the drawings of John Recknagel plastered over the walls of
art museums, applauded in national magazines, sung by dime-adozen newspaper critics. Yvonne
didn't bring that kind of success
to him. A French Catholic, a lady
of the strong softness of a Renoir,
and the soul of a fasting and nervous mystic, she seems to realize
innately that her mission in being
both theme and inspiration to her
husband has an eternal value far
beyond any brand of print.
And she is just that: both theme

and inspiration. Since their marriage three years ago, following
Yvonne's conversion to Lutheranism, John has painted no one else
but her, has completed literally
hundreds of pencil drawings of
his beautiful wife-all with brilliant insight and immediate expression. His drawings combine
the exactitude of Klee and the
spirituality of Blake. At his best,
Recknagel can produce a black
line so weedy and deliberate that
its impression upon the understanding is one of extreme pain:
one fears the artist knows too
much. And all that he knows he
can say in a drawing of his wife.
Yvonne's creation is in the
home: in a new chair or a framed
drawing or a room cold and austere and challenging: a different
tone for the living room wall, a
Josh White album placed conspicuously on the phonograph,
and a bottle of fine deep reel wine
to go with the music. Besides making their present home on Carrie
in Detroit a place for being,

.
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Yvonne poses endless! y for John, Yvonne, John had to face the
a husband whose face is as deeply darkness of faith, live in it for
furrowed as an Epstein portrait twenty years and more, passed
while he squints to catch her through the fire owning a rare and
mood. A bundle of nerves, small, a frightening intensity of spirit.
tense, almost thin, he labors hours Afler Yvonne the intensity did
to have a moment's inspiration, not die: it concretized itself: it
catches a sudden glimpse, in a smoothed itself out to a steady
second transforms it to paper: line of creativity. What John had
Yvonne, again and again and learned in his years of struggle
again, and always, in the drawing, with God amounted to a balance
one senses the surrounding love of extreme sensitivity to the sorwhich John bears for her, for God. didness of his world with an
I have sat often with them and awareness of the activity of God
talked about God. I know how in his life.
Both Yvonne and John are inthey feel about living in a Kokoschka world, making a spiritual terested only in preserving a thin
best of it, trying to see the God edge of experience between themthey worship in each other. Life selves and darkness, an edge which
is to be lived with the sweep of a only with the tensest caution can
Bach motet, carrying, carrying save the precarious sensitivity of
everything with it like the sea at John's drawings and water colors.
midnight. The streets of Detroit Daily they are doing beautiful
are naked and dry when John pieces which are gaining for John
leaves for work in the morning- a dangerous reputation. Some of
ten hours behind the desk of an the drawings John sells (Yvonne
advertising agency with a chained supervising), and the money goes
pencil to draw with-and when he into a kitty for the building of
returns at night he is tired. So their new home.
often they only talk: but even
Yvonne knows what she wants:
their talking revolves about God, "We are going to look for a place
about God in art, about God in that we can turn into a large
themselves. It is a beautiful thing studio," she wrote in a letter.
to be with them when they talk. "One big room where we can eat,
I know this is an ideal portrait, sleep and work without having it
but it is a true one. Through cut up with a lot of walls. Then
Yvonne John has grown to be an we can eliminate a lot of the
artist whose very living means a things that convention imposes
good deal for those of us who upon us in the ordinary type of
still have God. Before marrying house." The house is very impor-
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tant to them : they have a Tahiti
of their own making, an island of
flawless and clear spiritual beauty set guite safely in the middle
of a society which will never understand.
I do not know what to expect
from this new home. It is even
d ifficult to define what I hope for.
Until this time the drawings of
John have been thin, irritated
pencil scrawlings on the gray
stones of cathedrals: perhaps the
assurance of his own home will
change this. I expect a continuing
of the Yvonne theme, but a fullness which has not been present:
a color and a canvas and a maturing, a portrait which will give to
those of us who are willing to wait
a vision of what God can do with
a man and his wife: a vision of
spiritual grace and love in the
painting of one woman-a lighthaired, gay French girl-accomplished by an unassuming and unpromising artist who has had to
wait a long time for what he has.
When that portrait is painted,
Yvonne's work and person will
have reached their fulfillment.
Not until then. Right now is the
time of growth and overture for
her: the unceasing being an inspiration and a theme, the silent
living.
I cannot resist making a few
generalizations on the being of
Yvonne in John Recknagel's life,
and the incidentals I have tried to

portray. While I write an icy rain
is slicing at the windows of my
seminary room, a place where I
h ave thought often and long
about artists like these, and what
things they have learned, and
what God is to them. It seems to
me tonight, more than ever before, that to be an artist in God is
a challenge second to none on
earth, and a dare which few take.
The process of becoming an artist
in God is a miraculous one: the
giving up, first of all, preconceptions, the surrender of all pet
ideas and possessions and obstacles
to His working; then, the darkness, the waiting, the believing;
finally (and after how long?) the
knowing of one's name and theme.
This is the road men like John
and women like Yvonne have to
travel. And these, and these only,
are the genuine Christian artists.
I have met others: people who
make painting or composing or
writing an intellectual decision, a
matter of learning technique, of
acquiring enough knowledge and
history to spread with caution
over the time of their working.
These arc not Christian artists.
They are Christian historians, perhaps, but no more, and their
paintings are tombstones, their
music dirges, their writings mere
diaries. They have a God outside
themselves, which is very nice, but
not for Christian art.
What Yvonne and John have

.
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Ji,·ed to own is an awareness of
God's presence in them and
around them constantly, so that
their drawings will be filled with
this consciousness, and that their
work will give an impression of
their life with God to the people
who watch. What this quest has
cost them, in terms of outward
success (John could have painted
historical themes had he been less
honest to his search), inner peace
and security (it was not easy always to believe in the future), it
is impossible to reckon. But one
thing is sure: the experiences of
Yvonne and John are going to
leave an impact on society which
no intellectual art will ever con-
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vey. The drawings finished on
Carrie Avenue will not be without
purpose. Seen or unseen, felt or
not, these pieces are the art which
the church can pride herself on
most highly.
God had to mate a Roman
Catholic girl to a Lutheran artist
to bring this art into being. To
John, who was willing to go the
entire distance with Him, He gave
Yvonne. That this has come about
in our time-this fortuito us companionship of two artists in God
-stands well for our church. It is
an indication that God's blessing
is still with us. I cannot help but
believe that.

All things in the natural world symbolize God, yet
none of them speak of Him but in broken and imperfect
words. High above all He sits, sublimer than mountains,
grander than storms, sweeter than blossoms and tender
fruits, nobler than lords, truer than parents, more loving
than lovers. His feet tread the lowest places of the earth;
but His head is above all glory, and everywhere He is
supreme.
HENRY WARD BEECHER

THE

ASTROLABE
By
THEODORE GRAE B NER

CONTINENTAL BREAKFAST
....i, Two world wars have not
changed the "continental
breakfast" -the first meal of the
day as it is served in Western
Europe. It is as close to the Cuban
no-breakfast plan as a meal can
come and still be a meal. I believe,
indeed, many of the natives follow the Cuban plan in France.
At any rate, the restaurants are
not open for breakfast in Paris,
unless you go to a place where
they cater to the American. Visitors to Paris usually take their
breakfast in the hotel, where it is
included in the price of a day's
lodgings.
Come to think of it, except for
hotel dining rooms, I have seen
no eating places open for breakfast anywhere on the continent.
The real mystery, however, is that
Americans accustomed to the
U . S. A. type of breakfast are satisfied with the substitute which

W

they are served on the continent.
You report at the dining room
between seven and ten a.m. and
the head waiter takes you to your
table. H e is clad in striped trousers, a clawhammer coat which
goes six inches below his knees,
wing collar, and a little white tie,
ready to serve "dinner at eight"
anywhere in the world. On the
continent he appears in full
regalia for breakfast. You are
served a cup of hot coffee. After
this The Breakfast-three little
rolls, a coil of butter, some preserves, and a pot of coffee or tea.
We look at each other and then
we realize, that's your breakfast.
And the mystery is that Americans
will put up with it anywhere between Rome and Stockholm without starting an insurrection. They
are accustomed to a glass of fruit
juice, cereal, egg and toast, and
coffee; the New England farmer
will add a pork chop or pork

..
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sausage and a cut of mincemeat wise we have, not indeed a conpie. I have also a few friends far- tinental breakfast, but a horrible
ther west who can afford a slice reminder of what the first meal of
or two of bacon with their egg the Britisher in better days used
(eggs). But when we go to Europe to be. I told the story of gulls'
we eat the continental breakfast. eggs and herring for breakfast in
Some of us begin by ordering a one of last year's contributions to
glass of fruit juice, which appears this column.
on the bill as an extra, but since
it makes us out too distinctly as
an American, we soon limit ourserves to buns, butter, preserves, AUSTERITY
~ To the Englishman this
and coffee.
means the way of life after
The exception to this atrocious •
World
War II, with its rationing
manner of starting the clay has
always b~en Merry England. In of most of the commonest necesthe better homes until recently sities of life. The visitor to Great
there would be a sideboard with Britain is not so much aware of
veal cutlets, cold ham, and a cut this as he goes about making puror two of venison, also a choice chases to carry home with him
of port wine or Scotch. You make to the United States, because he
your selection and take them to has full liberty to buy what he
the table where the rest of the pleases-and the more the better.
meal is served. In better clays the It is when he sits down for dinner
first-class hotels are said to have or supper (or luncheon and dinoffered similar service for the be- ner) that he begins to realize that
ginning of the clay, but aside from the Second World War has come
walking by the Savoy on the very close to knocking out BritanStrand with bated breath, I have nia who once ruled the waves. For
had no means (that's the right one thing, you cannot order more
word) of telling what goes on in- than five courses-and the only
concession made is that a drink
side when meals are served.
Just now there is only one point served before the meal does not
of comparison between the British count as a course. Portions are
small at that, and the lack of buthotel dining rooms and the con
tinental, even in a medium priced ter, eggs, flavoring extracts, is eviestablishment, and that is the full dent in almost every dish. Lest
dress apparel of the waiters, with you be tempted to make up for
same length of tails, hovering be- the lack of calories and vitamins
tween calves and ankles. Other- by ordering a second meal, there
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is a law that you cannot spend
more than five shillings (the equivalent of an American dollar), and
in England this law, like all the
rest, is obeyed. Offer the waiter
a half crown bribe in order to expand your meal by another dish,
and your reward will be a frosty
stare.
Great Britain has fifty million
inhabitants and the average density of population is enormousmore than five hundred persons to
the square mile. There is not nearly enough tillable land to feed
this population, and England absolutely depends on exporting its
manufactured goods for the
money wherewith to import food
stuffs from abroad. It is not exaggeration to say that England was
as hard up for food as was defeated Germany after the war. To
the everlasting credit of the British people be it said that they
freely gave of their deficient food
supplies in order to keep German
children from starving. Furthermore, they still have in their midst
hundreds of thousands of refugees
concerning whose plight I wrote
in the December issue of this
magazine. The diet of the Englishman today is still below actual
subsistence, and Americans recently returned from a visit to England report continued "austerity."

HOSTS TO THE WORLD
A For the past two hundred
~ years the Swiss have played
hosts to the world. There are certainly no people so well equipped
by experience to welcome the wayfaring man planning to spend a
week or two amidst their scenery.
To come from Stuttgart to Interlaken is a notable experience
which reaches its height with the
first meal taken on Swiss soil. The
quantity of food, its preparation,
its variety, and the manner in
which it is served, all have maintained their standards of forty
years ago, if I am to speak of my
own experience. There is an
abundance of what Germany so
badly lacked until quite recently
-fresh fruit, and of this, the highest quality, most of it brought in
from the Southern Cantons of
Switzerland, or from Italy, Spain,
and North Africa. Prices are high,
but the quality of meals served
even in medium priced hotels is
equal to that of the tables set in
the best of American hotels. In
lieu of the meals paid for on the
"American Plan" (that is, included in your hotel bill) the hotel
will supply you with a most delicious luncheon which you take to
the high Alps and consume on
some vantage point where the eye
feasts on Alpine scenery. Were it
not for their rather low grade
wines which the Swiss are now
producing in rather painful com-
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The North Transept Window of Rouen
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LOST

TREASURE

Siena: Osservanza Church. Andrea della Robbia: Coronation
of the Virgin

A

LOST
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Impruneta: Collegiata. Luca della Robbia: Bas Relief
(XV Century)
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Prato: Tabernacle by Filippino Lippi (1498)
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Aschaffenburg: Castle (XVII Century)
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TREASURE

Stuttgart: A Convent Church (XIV Century)
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TREASURE

Munich: The Antiquarium (XVI Century)

A

LOST

TREASURE

Cologne: Church of St. Andrew (XIII Century)
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petition with the vintages imported from France and Germany, the
service offered by the Swiss to
the inner man would come closest
to the food we eat in America.

~
FRENCH CUISINE
You have seen paintings,
~ photographs, and moving pictures showing the crowds seated
at little tables in front of the
Parisian restaurants, each guest
with a little glass before him,
maybe dabbling with a bit of food,
but usually gazing in a somewhat blase manner at the passing
crowds. Well, those pictures are
true to life, and let me say that
there is nothing better-behaved,
more decent in speech and deportment, than these crowds that gather on the boulevards for a glass of
absinthe or a cup of coffee, a
little later for an evening repast,
on the sidewalks of Paris. When
your restaurant is situated in view
of some historic monument, famous church, museum, theater, or
facing a square or park, whose
names are embodied in the world's
literature, and the people strolling
by leisurely, men and women from
e very clime and every shore,
around you light chatter in the
melodious French language, in
English, whether of British or
American variety, or in some Slavic tongue - meals taken under
uch impressions of the Parisian
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world, have a quality like unto
that, I can well believe, of no
other.
The Parisian, when he wants to
address himself seriously to a
meal, does not wish any of the
froth, movement, and disturbance
of the boulevard restaurant. He
retires to some little joint in the
neighborhood which either has no
printed menu at all, or one rather
badly done by hectograph, but
they have the cuisine-the famous
French kitchen, the incomparable
French chef, and the waiters devoted to their calling like an Acolyte to his Gregorian chant. No
one crowds you, since these restaurants as a rule have no more than
six or seven small tables, and you
have ample time to decipher the
names of the French dishes; and
while the waiter or waitress never
knows enough English to be of
any help to you, they describe the
particular dish with eloquent gestures and do everything but bring
it in to you for identification. It
doesn't matter greatly, because in
any case it will be ve1y good food.
There are sauces and gravies
such as your wife has dreamed all
her life of adding to her accomplishments. The meat is ever done
just right, all hot dishes are very
hot, and if anything is needed to
heighten your enjoyment of good
food, it is offered in the cheap but
palatable wines which you order
with your food-usually at 6o or
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75 cents a pint bottle. French
pastry is there in great variety,
delicious, fresh; in fact, good
enough to make you forget the pie
you eat at home and which you
must deny yourself in all lands
except America.
The cook does his best when
you order one of these dishes that
are served with flaming brandy
sauces. So far as I can make out,
the basic feature is kidneys, either
pork or veal kidneys, and fresh
mushrooms, to which are added
some diced vegetables, some
toasted croutons, and spices, the
brandy sauce is poured over the
dish, a match applied, and then
the pan is lifted high enough so
as not to singe the hair of the
waitress while she appears in a
"Liberty Enlightening the World"
pose in the kitchen door, holding
the dish with blue flames blazing
all over it aloft until she empties
the sizzling masterpiece upon your
waiting plate.
Always, of course, the coarse
brown bread of Western Europe.
There are no biscuits, no white
bread, no corn bread, of course,
or anything but the hard, brown
sticks of bread which you see the
Parisians carrying home from the
bake-shops in lengths of from
three to four feet.
And always the French table
wine. The lunch eaten during the
noon hour by the men who repair
the cobble-stone streets, is usually

a hunk of brown bread and a
slice of ham, maybe a bunch of
grapes or a pear, but inevitably
there is the bottle of red wine. No
water is used as a beverage at any
time. To request a glass of water
at the table, anywhere or at any
time, marks you out an American.
Ice water is served only in restaurants and cafes catering to the
American tourist, and the charge
for the meal is hiked accordingly.
For this, and for the extra patty
of butter (asked for only by Americans), your whole meal is graded
upward in respect to the dollarshortage, so that people come back
to the States and complain of the
high prices charged in French
restaurants. As a matter of fact,
if you eat where the French eat,
you can get a good meal including
wine for the equivalent of a dollar
and a half. Fruit is very expensive,
so is the pastry, and you long for
the American ham-and-eggs, you
sigh for a toasted cheese sandwich,
for a malted milk, and a cut of
pie. Especially for a cut of pie.
When you return to the United
States you will declare that a
chiffon lemon cream pie is one of
the greatest gifts of America to
the world, second only to a hot
piece of mince meat pie served
with a cut of ripe New York
cheddar, crowning your first American meal as you journey up the
East bank of the Hudson on the
New York Central.
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AND MUSIC MAKERS
What Jl.1akes Music Great?
(CONTINUED)

BY WALTER A.

~

When considering some of the
elements which make up that
hard-to-define quality called greatness one must devote attention to
musicians as well as to music itself.
Let us talk about three famous
artists: Jose Iturbi, the pianist
from Spain; Elena Nikolaidi, the
contralto from Greece, and Roland Hayes, the Negro tenor.
Ask anyone almost anywhere to
enumerate the most famous pianists of the present time, and you
will hear the name of Iturbi, the
Spanish-born master of the keyboard. Ask for a roster of the
pianists who have won for themselves the distinction of being
called great, and in most instances
you will find Iturbi included in
the list.
After the illustrious Ignace Jan
Paderewski had passed his prime,
it used to be said of him that he
was still a great pianist but no

longer a good pianist. I never
heard Paderewski during the best
years of his phenomenal career;
but I heard him more than once
after his once-reddish mane had
become white, when he sometimes
played pecks of wrong notes, and
when the co-ordination of his left
hand with his right had begun to
be wobbly.
The beauty of Paderewski's tone
invariably bowled me over. The
Polish master's hands often descended upon the keys with the
impact of mighty sledgehammers,
but Paderewski never committed
murder when it came to tone. His
playing was always vital. It had
something to tell you and something to stir you.
Iturbi has not yet passed his
prime. His playing still abounds
in vitality. It has something to
tell you and something to stir you.
Sometimes, however, it stirs arguments.
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I have a vivid recollection of
lturbi's artistry as it impressed me
during the second season of his
phenomenal career in America.
Some nineteen years ago I wrote
that he was "a Titan of the ke yboard." I do not hesitate to repeat that statement today. In
February, 1931, I wrote about "the
solid and refined musicianship" of
Iturbi and about his "prodigious
technical ability." The solid and
refined musicianship and the prodigious technical skill were evident with the same forcefulness
when I heard the renowned pianist a short time ago.
Iturbi has moved ahead in the
world since his first appearances
in the United States. His fame has
grown by leaps and bounds. He
has enhanced his renown as a concert pianist, he has become known
as a conductor, and he has bobbed
up as an important personage on
the silver screen.
Nineteen years ago I evaluated
the artistry of Iturbi solely on the
basis of his great ability as a
pianist. As I write about him today, I must still think of him as
a great pianist; but I must consider in addition that he is a conductor who falls short of greatness
and that he has blossomed forth
as an actor who-instinctively, I
suppose-understands the incalculable value of being natural.
Iturbi knows how to be himself
when he faces the movie cameras.

He avoids "hamming." He is always Iturbi-on the screen as well
as on the concert stage.
It is this naturalness that impresses me with special forcefulness when I consider Iturbi's remarkable skill as a pianist. There
is no sham in his playing. Neither
is there at any time the slightest
trace of the "hamming" to which
shortsighted pianists resort in an
effort to increase their popularity
among the rank and file.
Yes, the stocky, muscular, and
keen-witted Mr. Iturbi is still a
great pianist. He has awe-inspiring
strength in his fingers, his hands,
his shoulders, and his back. It
would not be a pleasant experience to have him let fly at you
with one of those mighty fists of
his.
Whenever it is necessary, Iturbi
puts tremendous power into his
playing. But he never murders
the tone. He does not smash the
sound of the piano into harshness.
His control is remarkable. His
sense of timing, like that of Paderewski, may deteriorate as the
years descend upon him; but to
date it has shown no signs of
wobbliness.
Iturbi has a complete command
of tone in all degrees of intensity
and volume. His pianissimo is
even better than his fortissimo. To
hear him play Mozart-as I have
on numerous occasions-is a keen
joy to the ear, to the heart, and
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to the brain. To hear him play
the music of his native Spain is to
revel in color and in the enchanting power of rhythm. To hear him
play music of many different types
is an unforgettable pleasure. To
hear him play Beethoven and
Chopin-. Ah, ladies and gentlemen, there's the rub! At least
sometimes!
Is it not true that even the
greatest pianists sometimes fail to
meet your ideal and my ideal in
every performance they give? Maybe their own ideal is far higher
than yours or mine; but discussions about music and musicians
would be lacking in salt, flavor,
and nourishing qualities if there
were no differences of opinion.
lturbi has grown in fame during the past nineteen years, but
I venture to state in all humility
that he has not grown perceptibly
in greatness. Even greatness, you
know, sometimes becomes greater
in its greatness. It has not done
so, I fear, in the case of lturbi.
Elena Nikolaidi
b Mme. Nikolaidi has a voice
tJ of extraordinary beauty. The
richness of its texture compels immediate and unstinted admiration.
The personable contralto from
Greece has a complete command
of color. She can put brightness
into her tones, and she can
imbue them with darkness. Her
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dexterity is remarkable. She
knows how to make effective use
of the natural flexibility of her
voice. Furthermore, she is an artist who immerses herself, so to
speak, in the mood of a composition. Her singing comes from the
heart.
Not long ago I heard a recital
by Mme. Nikolaidi. I was moved
to the marrow.
Mme. Nikolaidi began her program with the majestic Divinites
du Styx, from Gluck's Alceste. If
the heart does not lend aid to the
head and the vocal chords when
a singer undertakes to present this
aria, which is an impassioned appeal to the divinities of Hades,
the effect is bound to be hard,
cold, and meaningless.
The artist sang with correctness
of style and diction. But she did
far more. She enabled the audience to feel the mighty impact of
the great aria. Her delivery paid
respect to every law of academic
propriety and, at the same time,
moved in a realm of artistry which
remains totally unexplored to a
singer whose heart fails to join
forces with the head and the
larynx.
It is true that the heart often
casts all restraint to the winds and
lords it over the head with an unabashed show of authority. Whenever this happens, you will find
tawdriness and, in numerous instances, downright mawkishness of
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expression. Mme. Nikolaidi did
not stoop to singing of such a
type. She understands the importance of measure, balance, and
restraint. Her singing of the poignant outpouring of grief which
Henry Purcell put into the mouth
of Queen Dido in his Dido and
Aeneas was overpowering in its
eloquence.
Pitfalls almost without number
beset the path of a singer who
attempts to traverse the rich field
of the German lied. This is a domain in which technical skill and
opulence of voice must be guided
and governed by a thorough understanding of a type of writing
which confronts an artist with
formidable problems of a special
and specific kind. Mme. N ikolaidi
solved those problems in a master.
ful manner when she sang Schubert's Ave Maria and Die Forelle.
There was neither groping nor
stumbling when the contralto presented the two compositions by
Schubert-compositions which reveal striking differences of mood
and, at the same time, have much
in common. The phrasing was
done with ideal sensitiveness.
Equal ability in contrasting seriousness with lightheartedness was
evident when Mme. Nikolaidi
sang Richard Strauss's imperishable Tmum durch die Diimmerung
and the same composer's Standchen.

Roland Hayes
1\ Many singers have come and
•. gone during the lifetime of
Roland Hayes. Some of them have
attained greatness equal to his,
but has anyone surpassed him? I
do not think so.
For a number of years I have
heard it said that Hayes has passed
his prime. Undoubtedly that statement is true. Time always takes
its toll. Nevertheless, I for my part
find it far more edifying to hear
Hayes past his prime than to
listen to singers who even in their
best years are not worthy of touching the hem of his garment.
Even though Hayes's voice has
deteriorated to some extent in
quality and flexibility, it is still
at the service of a man whose
artistry is founded on absolute
sincerity and on quickness as well
as penetrativeness of understanding. Hayes does not owe his exalted position in the world of music to showmanship and vocal
acrobatics. He does not sacrifice
music on the altar of ostentatiousness. His artistry is built on the
solid rock of honesty.
To hear Hayes sing music by
Handel and Bach is to realize to
the full the overpowering impact
of true greatness. To hear him
set forth every element of the
beauty and the strength of expression contained in the masterpieces
of the German lied is to experience in one's whole being the edi-
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fication which is brought about by
artistry at its greatest. In the presence of a singer of such ability
one thinks far more than twice
before concerning one's self with
such a prosaic question as, "Has
this man passed his prime?"
Many singers are equipped both
by nature and by education wirh
the skill to surround great music
with fog. Some of them have acquired incredible dexterity in the
making of mists of varying degrees of intensity. \1\Then you listen
to them, you are sorely tempted
to cry out for a foghorn to guide
you to the work of art which is
being kept from your view. You
are bewildered. Your hackles rise.
You pine for lig·ht. "How long?"
you ask. "How long?"
No mists obscure the music
when you listen to Hayes. "Here,"

you say, "is a man who sees clearly and enables me to see clearly.
Here is a man who understands
the importance of style. Here is a
man who does not sing Bach or
Handel as though he were addressing himself to Verdi, Donizetti,
Wagner, or Schubert. Here is a
man who realizes thoroughly that
there is a great difference between
opera and the German lied. Here
is a man who knows that all music is not made over the same
last. Here is a man with alertness,
quickness, and suppleness of intellect. Here is a man who bends the
knee in deep humility to the
works of art with which he concerns himself. Here is a great
singer. Here indeed is one of the
greatest of the great."
(TO BE CONTINUED)

RECENT RECORDINGS
JoHANNES BRAHMS. Variations on a
Theme by Haydn, Op. 56b. Arthur
Whittemore and Jack Lowe, duopianists.-This is not a transcription. The two-piano version of this
magnificent work was published
before the orchestral venion. Whittemore and Lowe give a praiseworthy reading. RCA Victor WDM1347·
A LorrE LEHMANN SoNG RECITAL.
Paul Ulanowsky at the piano.-The
great soprano reveals artistry of

the highest type in Psyche, by
Emile Paladilhe, L'Enamouree and
!nfidelite, by Reynaldo Hahn, La
Vie Anterieure, by Henri Duparc,
and Die Zeitlose, Wozu noch, Madchen and Du meines Herzens
Kronelein, by Richard Strauss.
RCA WDM-1342.
LEROY ANDERSON. b-ish Suite. The
Boston "Pops" Orchestra under
Arthur Fiedler.-This adroitly arranged and cleverly orchestrated
suite was commis ioned by the Eire

48

The CRESSET

Society of Boston. It is made up
of The Irish Wash erwoman, The
Minstrel Boy, The Rakes of Mallow, The Wea1·ing of the Green,
The Last Rose of Summer, and
The Girl I Left Behind M e. It is
irresistible. RCA Victor WDM1348.
BELA BARTOK. Six Roumanian Folk
Dances. Yehudi Menuhin, violinist,
with Marcel Gazelle at the piano .
-Elemental powpr of melody and
rhythm pervade t!;ese dances. RCA
Victor 49-0796.
REYNALDO HAHN. If My PoetTy Had
Wings. CLAUDE DEBUSSY. La Chevelu1·e, from TTois Chansons de
Bilitis. Nan Merriman , mezzosoprano, with Ralph Linsley at the
piano.-These exquisite songs are
sung in French with admirable
artistry by Miss Merriman. RCA
Victor 49-0823.
ALEXANDER ScRIABJN. Sonata No.4, in
F Sha,-p, Op. 30. William Schatzkamer, pianist.-! am not a Scriabin
fan. Mr. Schatzkamer is a pianist
of outstanding ability. RCA Victor
49·0700.
FRANZ PETER SCHUBERT. An den JVfond
and Stiindchen. Lotte Lehmann,
soprano, with Paul Ulanowsky at
the piano.-Grea t examples of the

German li ed sung by a great artist. RCA Victor 49-0699.
GIACOMO RossiNI. La Calunnia, from
The Barbe,- of Seville. WoLFGANG
AMADEUS MozART. Non piu andmi,
from Th e Mm·,-iage of Figaro. Italo
Tajo, basso, with the RCA Victor
Orchestra under Jean Paul Morel.
-A magnificent voice. Magnificent
artistry. RCA Victor 49-0816.
ANTONIN DvoRAK. 0 Lovely Moon,
from Rusalka. The Maiden's Lament and Tune Thy Fiddle, Gypsy.
Dorothy Maynor, soprano, with the
RCA Victor Orchestra under Erich
Leinsdorf.-Here Miss Maynor sings
music which is seldom heard. Her
art istry is on a high plane. RCA
Victor 49-0818.
HERli<IAN LoHR. Little Gray Home in
th e West. LILLIAN RAY. The Sunshin e of Your Smile . James Melton,
tenor, with the RCA Victor Orchestra under Frank Black. CARSON J.
ROBISON. Carry Me Back to the
Lone Pmi1·ie. MoRTON GouLD. A
Cow and a Plow and a Frau, from
ATms and the Girl. Mr. Melton
with an orchestra under David
Broekman.-Mr. Melton has thousands of ardent admirers. These
two discs will give them much
pleasure. RCA Victor 49-0815 and
49-0961.
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U. S. Procurator in Germany

and were therefore at the mercy of
the victors.
Unquestionably Clay deserves credit that from the beginning of his
career in German y h e did not subscribe to the pernicious and revengeful Morgenthau pl an of converting
that country into a pasture for goats
and that h e opposed some subsequent
attempts to revive policies conceived
in hatred, which would actually have
played into the hands of Stalin. General Clay personifies the qualities of
a good America n professional soldier a nd also some of the limitations
usually ascribed to this class of people. His attitude towards the defeated
enemy was from the beginning correct and fair. Later on, as he came
to associate officially with many of
the leadin g n ew men of Germany and
as relations with Russia d eteriorated
more and more, he seems to have acquired respect for their ab ility and
faith in their good will and reliability
as well as a feeling of sympathy for
the terrible suffering of the masses
of the German people.
However, aside from personal attitudes, the main reasons for the post-

the surrender of the German
army in the last war General
Lucius D. Clay served first as deputy
for the Military Government and
from March 15, 1947, to May 15,
1949, as Military Governor of occupied Germany. The general's record
of his activities in these positions and
of those people who worked with and
under him is an important historical
document• of the troub lesome years
following the second World War. To
be sure, Clay had to take orders from
Washington and carry out his government's directive instructions. However, through his counsel and advice
he had much to do with the shaping
of American policies in regard to
Germany and Russia. Furthermore, it
was in his power to choose to a large
extent the methods of dealing with
the German people who had been
force d into unconditional surrender
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*Decision in Germany
By General Lucius D . Clay. Doubled ay and Co., Garden City, N ew
York. 1950. 522 pages. $4.50.
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bellum revision of the original intentions of the western victorious allies
-as Clay's memoirs show clearlymust be attributed to the growing
fear that a humiliated and despairing Germany, left without hope for
a better future, might throw herself
into th e open arms of communistic
Russia and join the circle of the
satellites surrounding her. Furthermore, western Europe and our United
States began to realize that the economic recovery of central and west·
ern Europe was impossible without
the economic stabilization of Germany. And, finally, increasingly many
Americans had a suspicion that the
dismantling of German industry was
desired by Great Britain and France
mainly for the purpose of eliminating
a dangerous competitor whom they
were unable to meet in the open
market. Therefore, increasing pressure was exerted by the people in
the United States to assist Germany
in reconstructing her shattered economic life in order to relieve the
American taxpayer of an unnecessarily heavy financial burden. Thus no
humanitarian or Christian considerations, which undoubtedly existed in
the hearts of many individuals, were
needed to bring about a change of
policy. Change of circumstances and
simple rational thinking sufficed to
produce this result. It is to the credit
of General Clay that he makes this
point clear.
Clay apparently showed conspicu ous ability as an executive and administrative officer. The average reader would probably prefer a more
simplified statement of the complicated technicalities connected with

th e administrative policies. In the
opinion of this reviewer G eneral Clay
could also have left out some of the
personal social events. The most important and authentic part of Clay's
book is unquestionably that which
deals with the deterioration of the
relations of the western powers with
Russia, the development of the cold
war, and the Berlin blockade.
Serious objections, however, should
be raised against some of the political
views expressed by General Clay upon
which he touches rather lightly. For
example, we disagree with him when
he writes, "Without questioning
(italics are mine) the justification for
this mass movement of people . . . . "
by which he refers to the inhuman
expu lsion of nine million Germans
from East Prussia, Bohemia, Hungary, Silesia, and other countries,
whose ancestors had lived in those
lands for many, many centuries,
whose property was confiscated, who
were driven out of their homelands
with barbaric cruelty and who were
glad if they were able to save nothing but their naked lives. Nor do
we share Clay's opinion when he
apparently approves of the desire of
the French to detach the Saar basin
with its rich coal mines from Germany in spite of the fact that fifteen
years after the same region had been
under francophi l rule a plebiscite
held under the auspices of the now
defunct League of Nations had revealed that only about two per cent
of all its inhabitants, mostly renegades or late French immigrants, had
voted for incorporation in the French
republic.
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General Clay admits that with complete demilitarization of Germany by
the powers victorious in the second
World War that country is entitled
to a guarantee of its security by the
victors_ But what confidence can the
German people place in such assurance of future security, helpless as
they have been made for defense as
well as offense, when in the beginning of the desired "new era" of the
world's history all the neighbors,
west as well as east, start by takin g
undisputably Germany territory away
from that unhappy land? For it
should be remembered that the Dutch
and Belgians also are contemplating
what is now called "border rectifications." Could such action possibly
encourage democratic spirit in Germany and a feeling of solidarity with
the Western Powers against communist Russia and her satellites?
In spite of such and some other
criticism, the account of General
Clay's work reveals him as a capable
army officer and administrator and
a well-intentioned man. It goes withou t saying that the picture of our
occupation of Germany is incomplete
and drawn from the viewpoint of the
victor alone. The ·student of history
must wait for the publication of the
critical reaction of the vanquished,
whenever the time arrives that they
will be able to express themselves
free ly. Only then true and fair judgment can be passed upon the accomplishments and failures of our occupation policy, including the share
which General Clay had in helping
to formulate and carry it out.
F-K. KRUGER

BIOGRAPHY
LOUIS PASTEUR,
Free Lance of Science
By Ren e J. Dubas. Little, Brown
and Co. 4 18 pages. $s.oo.
NE

of the leading bacteriologists

O of the present day, Dr. Dubos
of the Rockefeller Institute for Med-

ical R esearch , tells the story of one of
his greatest predecessors. One might
also say that Dr. Dubos describes the
triumph of physical science during
the nineteenth century in terms of
the life and work of Louis Pasteur.
The subtitle, Free Lance of Science,
indicates that the hero of the book
had a hard time winning recognition
for his discoveries. It would be interesting to make a detailed comparison between this biography and the
motion picture of a few years ago.
The book by Dubos does not fail to
bring out the heroic side of the struggle of Pasteur with rivals and critics
in the field of bacterial research, but
there is no attemp t to glamorize the
man, a fine balance be ing kept
throughout between the emphasis
placed upon the work of Pasteur as
achievement and as a contribution to
science.
The biographer speaks strictly as
a scientifi c worker and when he describes the life of P as teur, the mechanisms and ideals of scientific endeavor are ever prominent. With a
sure touch h e selects what is instructive to the modern r eader in the
research that led to the discoveries of
Pasteur which saved the wine culture
of France as well as the silk industry; his pioneering in th e germ th eory
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of disease, today a cornerstone of a
large part of medical science; and
such outstanding achievements as the
treatment of rabies and of anthrax.
The relationship of Pasteur to such
great co-workers as the Englishman,
Lister, and the German, Koch, are
d escribed with an objective touch to
be ex pected in a first-class scien tist,
who is also willing to admit the existence of unsolved problems, as for
instance, the true cause of the multi·
plication of microbes and the mech·
anism by which quinine and ipecac
cure malaria and dysentery. No secret
is made of the unwillingness of professional science to accept the work
of its most august workers. When
Semmelweis succeeded in decreasing
the death rate from childbirth fev er
by nin ety per cent, this great leader
in the Vienna school was so tormented by the hostility of his colleagues
and injustice everywhere, that h e lost
his mind and died without h aving
convinced the medical world of his
discovery. Also the epochal discovery
of vaccination for smallpox by Jenner met with such a barrage of criti·
cism that Dubos remarks, "Official
academies are more likely to express
enthusiasm over the improvements of
the commonplace than to recognize
the unexpected when it is first
brought to them. "
Exciting chapters are given to the
scientific debate which raged over the
theory of spontaneous generation,
and throughout there is emphasis on
the blending of intuition-the scientific "hunch" or lucky guess-with infinite care in laboratory techniques
that characterized the work of Louis
l';tsteur, The dosing chapter i · a

defense of the supernatural and the
existence of a God as in harmony
with highest scientific method which
in its very essence deals with the
material and natural law. While possessi ng an imperious need for incontrovertible facts as a basis of his
teaching, Pasteur did not depart from
the faith of a devout Roman Catholic. He died with a crucifix in his
hand.

THE LAST OPTIMIST
By J. Alvarez D el Vayo. The Viking Press, New York. 1950. 406
pages. $4.00.
HIS

is a story of gTeat power,

fascination and significance. Its
T
subject is the memoirs of a socialist,
who for more than forty years traced
his wanderings throughout many
countries of the globe. Its setting lies
in and around the turbulent streams
of liberal thought and action. Its
focus rests upon the great socialistic
leaders of our century and upon the
r epublic a n stirrings, especially in
Spain, against the p apal dominated
monarchial absolutism of a past era.
However, to attempt to reduce the
scope of this work into a condensed
summary of its contents is to miss the
flavor, temper and spirit of this truly
remarkable "Spanish democrat."
In addition to being the Spanish
Republic's first Ambassador to Mex·
ico, the author's varied experiences
include a wide range of activities as
a soldier of fortune, n ews correspond·
ent, journalist, educator, diplomat,
and American lecturer. This auto·
biography reveals the d evelopment o(
Mr. Del Vayo's sensitive literary artis-
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try and great journalistic temp erament, which have combined to make
him o ne of the most brilliant ana lysts
of world affairs today. He is curren tl y
the foreign editor for The Nation.
His record is written with a passion,
at times hypersensitive, yet with
forceful simplicity. This story also
sets forth the theme, backed by the
author's un wavering faith, that the
Spain of tomorrow will become a
1rue republic. The penetrating analy~is of America, though caustic at
times, is frank and sincere. For an
insight into one of the most dynamic
personalities of our times this book
is warm ly recommended.
RICHARD G. ALTOBELLI

CHARLES DARWINThe Naturalist as a Cultural Force
By Paul B. Sears. Charles Scribner's
Sons, New York. 1950. 125 pages.
S2.oo.
ITH simple clarity author Sean
writes of the interplay of ideas
and events leading up to Darwin's
monumental work, expounding upon
the brief expressed in his words,
The cul tural history of western
Europe had set the stage for science,
giving genius its play. In the course of
its un[olding drama, the time came for
Darwin and Darwin was, in his own
peculiar way, ready for the time.
With stimula ting originality he traces
the influ ence of Darwin on th e
thought of our modern world, in
those areas of thought and experience which were in existence at his
time, as well as in those which, in
many cases large ly due to his own
stimulus, have opened up since. This
)lc rloes convincingly, though with ;1
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ca utious r estraint n ecessitated by the
difficulties of such a task, suggesting
and following the principle that in
tracing this thread of influence
Perhaps the honest and hopeful approach is to assume that genius is a
matter of process, giving form and expression to whatever, old or new, it
works upon .
The scientific layman will find this
little book a refreshingly lucid, nontechnical review of Darwin's genius.
The author, while recognizing the
limitations of D arwin 's theory, is
deeply convinced (as are most modern
biologists) of its esse ntial merit.
'ii\Th eth er or not the reader shares the
author's conviction, he will be stimu lated by th e thought-provoking declara tions with which this book is
I iberally sprinkled. He wi ll, as well ,
find the author's appraisal of the
effect of D arwin on the thought of
the modern world fair and convincin g.
CARL H. KREKELER

MAUPASSANT: A LION
IN THE PATH
By Francis Steegmuller. R andom
House, New York. 1949. 430 pages.
5-00.
HIS bea utifull y printed book, with
ten photographs in gravure, doeo
not fulfill the ex p ectations aroused
by its adva n ce advertising as a provocative biography, an illuminating
evaluation, "outstanding as a superb
p icture of French literary life in th e
eighteen-seventies an d eighties." Easily readable it is, but its documentation is sparse and its motivation not
unusual. When you have finished ,
you st ill do not know if the morbid
tendency in Guy de Maupassant's
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writings was a sign of the mental decay which killed him as it had his
brother, or possibly resulted from
the domination of his mother, or perhaps indicated a genuine gift of the
artistic temperament.
Steegmuller's interest in the problems of the novel has led him to
write an earlier, better book, Flaubert and Madame Bovary; his interest in the technique of the short
story (he writes them for The New
Yorker) has led him to the present
study whose subtitle comes from a
comment of Henry James. The three
main parts of this book, labeled Maupassant and Flaubert, Artist at Work,
and The End, are less of a contribution than some of the appendix
material, notably the discussion of 65
fake "Maupassant" stories and the
rendering into English of four hitherto unreprinted Maupassant short
stories. l'or those who would like a
review of many of the almost 200
narratives told by this godson and
disciple of Gustave Flaub ert this new
biography is useful, but for readers
seeking to understand the naturalistic
school of writers in France this book
JS disappointing.
HFII.BERT H. UMBACH

CURRENT AFFAIRS
THE GOD THAT FAILED:
A Confession
By Arthur Koestler, Ignazio Silone,
Richard Wright, Andre Gide, Louis
Fischer, and Stephen Spender. Edited with an introduction by Richard
Crossmann, M.P. Harper & Brothers, New York. 1949. 273 pages.
~3·5°·

RTHUR KOESTLER, the brilliant
writer who was bewitched by the
propaganda of the Communists and
devoted several years of his life to
the cause of the U.S.S.R., says that
"the mental world of the drug addict
is difficult to explain to the outsider
who has never entered the magic circle and never played Wonderland
croquet with himself."
Koestler's addiction to communism ,
was fanatical. He and his family had
suffered many privations and much
anguish of heart because of political
and economic upheavals brought on
by World War I. Communism, with
its rosy promises, seemed to point to
the one and only way leading to contentment, freedom, and genuine happiness. Consequently, Koestler hurled
his whole being into the service of
the Communists as they were guided
and commanded by the men who
controlled the Soviet Union.
Years passed before Koestler saw
the error of his ways and realized
that the Kremlin was using every
conceivable kind of dishonesty, chicanery, and cruelty to reach its goal.
Then he foreswore communism and
began to use his fiery pen to unmask
those who stood for this grim system
of totalitarianism-a system which degrades the individual in to nothingness and leads to governmental gangsterism of the worst type.
Ignazio Silane, the famous Italian,
was sucked into the maelstrom of
communism. So was Richard Wright,
the able Negro author. For a time
Stephen Spender, the British poet,
gave ear attentively and with devotion to the siren songs that are
chanted incessantly by those whQ be-
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lieve that, after some necessary traYail, the Soviet Union will become
a heaven on earth. Louis Fischer,
._ the American journalist, and Andre
Gide, the eminent French man of
letters, did not actually join the ranks
of the Communists; but for awhile
they, too, were ardent sympathizers.
The God That Failed is a book
about disillusionments, and one must
bear in mind that it is a series of
brilliant essays written by the very
men who were disillusioned. It is true
that these men tell us in keen-edged
prose why and how their disillusionment came about, but must one not
give far more consideration to thou• sands in many parts of the world
who had the good sense to see the
unspeakable evils of communism
without joining the party or aiding
and abetting it from the sidelines?
The God That Failed provides instructive reading, but the writer of
this review cannot escape the conclusion that men who have sturdiness
of character and are eager to look
before they leap would not for a
moment give devoted attention to the
blandishments of communism and its
agents. Must one yield to the needle
in order to see the horrors resulting
from addiction to narcotics? Must
one visit hell and work for a time
~ for the upkeep of hell in order to become acquainted with the tactics and
the aims of Satan and his minions?
Would the men who have written
The God That Failed rush back to
the support of communism if the
Soviet Union, prompted by slyness,
._, were to change its methods and strive
in a different manner to build its
temple of totalitarianism?

THE MAN WHO BOUGHT
THE WALDORF
By Thomas Dabney. Dyell, Sloan
and Pearce, New York. 1950. 272
pages. $2.75.
ONRAD N. HILTON is a much mar·

ried New Mexican turned Texan
C
who co llects hotels the way some people coll ect string. In the course of
getting this book to press the author
confides that he had to change the
chart of Hilton hotel properties half
a dozen times. In fact, the original
title of this pleasant little biography
was meant to be "The Man Who
Bought the Plaza." But came another
Hilton coup and he raked in the
Waldorf (and a new book title).
The book has a good deal of detail on Hilton's Horatio Algerish beginnings and the dauntless spirit
with which he rode out the depression . But more detailed than that is
what purports to be a frank account
of Hilton costs, profits and losses to
date.
All in all, a benevolent portrait of
America's top hotel man and how he
did it.

FICTION
THE PARASITES
By Daphne du Maurier. Doubleday
and Company, Garden City, New
York. 1950. 305 pages. $3 .00.
APPY and Mama D elaney brought

an offspring apiece to their marP
riage. In addition to this boy and
girl, a daughter was born to the
union of the celebrated dancer and
singer.
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So there we were, the three of us,
related and not related, one of a stepsister, another a stepbrother, and the
third half sister to each: no one could
devise a greater mix-up had they done
it deliberately. And only a year or so in
age between us all, so that there had
never been a life that any of us could
remember but the life we had known
together.
It is this affinity for one another,
Niall in love with Maria, Maria in
love with Niall, and Celia pleasuring
in sacrificing her life to the others,
that is parasitic.
Miss du Maurier tells the story in
first person plural, a device strangely
suited to the intimate relationship
between the three. As preposterous
as the Delaneys are, they are real
persons. The author handles the intricate plot deftly, delicately. Yet The
Pamsites leaves the reader impressed
and chilled.
RoBERTA !HOE

pitals and orphanages were crowded
with lost children. Hilary's search
led him to a Catholic orphanage in
a small town in the provinces. Here
he found a thin, shabby, dark-haired,
five-year-old boy whose enormous dark
eyes h ad a look of pleading. What
was known of the boy's background
seemed to indicate that he could be
Hilary's lost son. Was this really his
son? How could Hilary be sure?
Could he ever be sure? Hilary was
troubled by fears and misgivings until a simple, wholly unexpected occurrence established the boy's identity
beyond any shadow of doubt.
Little Boy Lost, Marghanita Laski's
second published novel is a tender
a nd moving story. Although the author develops a tragic theme with
considerable skill, her book lacks the
depth and the power necessary to
make it a noteworthy literary achievement.

LITTLE BOY LOST
By Marghanita Laski. Houghton
Mifflin Company, Boston. 1949. 248
pages. 1:i2.75.
HIS is the story of a father's search

GENTIAN illLL
By Elizabeth Goudge. Coward-MeCann, Inc., New York. 1949. 402
pages. 3.50.

T for his lost son. On Christmas Day, I
1943. Hilary Wainwright learned
that his wife Lisa had been murdered by the Gestapo in Paris and
that their two-year-old son had disappeared. Three years later Hilary
went to France to look for the lost
child. The task he set for himself
was not an easy one. Hilary had seen
his son only once, a few hours after
the child's birth. There were no
photographs, no papers, no records
to make his search less difficult. As
an aftermath of the war French hos-

TH£ W'est Country of England,
there are many old legends and
folktales. Miss Goudge has taken one
of these legends, concerning the
Chapel of St. Michael, and has made
it the background for her book. Gentian Hill is the story of Stella, Zachary, and the Abbe de Colbert, and
how they relived the ancient legend.
The story is set in the fascinating
Limes of Napoleon and Nelson, and
in the general region of Torquay, on
the Devon coast.
Gentian Hill is a charming love
N
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~tory, beautifully told by an adept
story teller. Miss Goudge seems to
transfer to the reader her own love of
the Devon hills. Her words, which she
chooses with loving care, carry the
,imple talc along with serenity and
grandeur.
ANNE SPRINGSTEEN

..

THE FLYING SAUCER
By Bernard Newman. Macm1llan

$2.50 .
AN's efforts
achieve peace
through the united efforts of all
M
nations hardly seem to attract inter·
to

national enthusiasm. It takes a writer
of fantasy fiction to show how the
United Nations can become a reality.
Bernard Newman tells the thrilling
5tory of a group of scientists who
hoax the world. They persuade Russia and the United States, plus all
other nations, that Mars is prepared
to invade the earth unless the earth's
inhabitants turn over all their gold
to the people of Mars. Frantically the
nations of the world unite in a common defense measure to meet this ter·
rible menace. Soon the United Nations really begin to function. There
is peace. The threat from Mars fades
out but the threat of war in the earth
has also faded out. This is an abovea veragc thriller. Guaranteed to keep
you glued to your chair until the
last page has been read.

HISTORY
THE GERMAN CATASTROPHE
By Friedrich Meinecke. Translated
by Sidney B. Fay. Harvard University Press, Cambridge, Massa·
chusetts. 1950. 121 pages. $3.oo.
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HE author of this book is one of
foremost German historians.
Proof of its importance is the fact
that it has been trans1ated into Eng·
!ish by an outstanding American his·
torian in the field of European his·
tory. It is an excellent translation.
The Gennan Catastrophe is a re·
lentless analysis of the most tragic
era of German history, the period
from the first World War to our own
times, written from the viewpoint
of a National-Liberal. The red thread
which is woven by the author into
the pattern of modern German his·
tory is the failure of the Germans
to find a synthesis of the two most
powerful factors in European history
in the last century, nationalism and
socialism. By true nationalism Professor Meinecke understands the ex·
pression of a cultural unit which cultivates its particular ethos. He is
thinking of nations cooperating with
other nations for the benefit of all
humanity. He is equally opposed to
a colorless melting-pot cosmopolitan·
i m as he is to an aggressive and op·
pressive imperialism. By socialism Pro·
fessor Meinecke really means concern
for the rights and well-being of the
masses of the people rather than a
socialistic and least of all a commu·
nistic economic and social structure.
In his penetrating search for the
causes of the German catastrophe he
reveals himself as a profound historian and a man with a burning
love for his own people and their
destiny. As such he believes that
fundamentally the roots of German
culture are not rotten, but that oftentimes wrong-headed gardeners, sometimes amateur attendants, and finally
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demonic destroyers have twisted and
torn the branches of the tree and
produced foul fruits.
With this attitude he evaluates the
Germany army and its general staff,
the civil service, the aristocracy, the
Jews, and the church. As a true
scholar he is understanding and fairminded but at the same time severely
critical. Deep-seated personal humility, a firm conviction of the worth of
the individual, a clear consciousness
of the limitations and frailty of human beings, and warm Christian
charity are distinctive characteristics
of the personality of the author. Looking towards the future he puts his
trust in the sense of fairness of the
victors, their realization of the one·
ness of Western civilization to which
Germany has contributed its full
share and is capable to continue to
do so, the desire of his people for an
honest self-examination, and above
all in the grace of God as the power
which will ultimately determine the
destiny of those who do or oppose
His will. He believes in a United
Europe in which Germany will be
an integral part, not as a state of
power but as a treasure house of refined culture, a Kulturstaat.
The book was written for the author's own people. In the hands
of self-righteous readers the English
translation might easily be perverted
for propagandistic purposes with the
motto: I told you sol However, it
is to be hoped that it will be read
by many intelligent and well-intentioned American and English people
who, in the spirit in which this book
was written, will examine their own
shortcomings in the past-such as the

Treaty of Versailles-and the share
which all the people of western civilization have had in the debacle of our
tragic times.
This reviewer recalls a passage in
the last letter which he received from
the late John Bassett Moore, our
greatest American authority on international law and diplomacy. "I
am," so he wrote, "accustomed to
remark that we shall never have peace
and goodwill on earth until all people unite in saying, with a whole
heart, in the language of the litany,
'Lord, have mercy upon us, miserable
sinners.' But this has never taken
place, nor will it ever do so. On the
contrary, the truly human attitude
was well depicted by Thomas Nast in
a cartoon on the Tweed Ring. All the
members were ranged in a circle, and,
when they were suddenly asked, 'Who
stole the people's money?' each man
pointed to his neighbor."
F-K. KRUGER

ITALY FROM NAPOLEON
TO MUSSOLINI
By Rene Albrecht-Carrie. The Co·
lumbia University Press, New York.
book is not a conventional
of history. The historical
survey of modern Italy is used to
demonstrate certain principles which
underlie the struggle of opposing historical forces of our time. Although
the shape of the things to come will
be decided on a global scale, the
fight today for a better tomorrow is
still going on, more or less, within
the framework of the national states.
Behind the seemingly detached,
painstakingly scientific attitude and
HIS
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unprejudiced quietness of thought
and style of a scholar, there is a well
demonstrated warning in this book.
Although fascist Italy was defeated
on the battleground, Fascism is not
dead. The name of Fascism is cornpromised and discredited. The idea
behind it survives, because the causes
which provoked Fascism were not
eliminated. The problems of maladjustment of our contemporary society are not yet solved. Should,
anywhere, through the unforseeable
interplay of historical forces, such a
situation develop as prevailed in prefascist Italy, the idea of Fascism might
again emerge supreme. To use the
author's own words, "The horne
ground is where its seeds need most
watching." Mr. Albrecht-Carrie fully
realizes that a Communist solution,
just as a Fascist solution "would Le
tantamount to a second coming of
the barbarians." What he is hinting
at here is just such a situation as we
have today, when we face the deadly danger of totalitarian bolshevism.
The possibility exists that democracy
might be tempted to compromise
away its very essence. For him as a
democrat, "a new readjusted- order
can only lie in the path of greater
freedom rather than renewed coercion." Although aware of the fact
that this essence of democracy is the
source of its weakness of wanting to
avoid a conflict at any price, he concludes that ultimately communist attempts to dominate would be met
with war.
Taken as a whole, this appraisal
of the problematics of our tragic age
is correct. However he shows no sign
of realizing the signJicance in earthly
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affairs of such a sublime force as
Christianity. This would not be out
of place at all in a historical study.
Mr. Toynbee, said to be the greatest
living historian, after a long scholarly
life, has come to the conclusion that
the fundam ental cause of the crisis
of our tormented world lies in the
fading of faith in the heart of man.
ZoLTAN

SzTANKAY

AMERICANS FROM SWEDEN
By Adolph B. Benson and Naboth
Hedin. J. B. Lippincott Co., New
York. 1950. 448 pages. $s.oo.

C\ WEDES have contributed to Amer-

O ican culture in a great many ways.
Americans From Sweden is an attempt to review these contributions
and discuss the accomplishments of
persons of Swedish descent who have
become prominent in their respective occupations and professions. The
story of the reasons for the various
Swedish migrations and the establishment of the early settlements in
America is both interesting and valuable. The authors also review the
religious life which was so important
to the early immigrants, the educational activities of the Swedes, and
evaluate the accomplishments of
Swedes in business, the professions
and the arts.
In telling the story of the Swedes
in America, the authors show a deep
personal interest and enthusiasm for
the subject. That enthusiasm leads
them, unfortunately, into some pretty
rash generalizations. Here are a few
examples: "Few Swedes have stood
in American bread lines or idled on
the W.P.A. payrolls." "A future die-
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tator, if intelligent, would assign all
Swedish men in America to build
houses and all Swedish women to
improve the fare in public eating
places." Statements like that are not
easily documented. They weaken an
otherwise valuable contribution to
the literature on the peoples of
America .
STANLEY E. Bom

RELIGION AND
PHILOSOPHY
OF ANOTHER WORLD: The
Origin and Character of
Christ's Church
By Harold P etroelje. Baker Book
House, Grand Rapids, Michigan.
1949· 172 pages. $2.50.
HE

title and subtitle well indicate

the great diapason which sounds
T
through the entire book: According
to her origin and in view of the character impressed upon her by her divine Founder, Christ's Church is
essentially of another world.
The author, who calls himself "a
youthful pastor" in the Dedication of
this little volume, is a graduate of
Calvin College and Seminary in
Grand Rapids, Michigan, and has
served several Christian Reformed
churches, his present pastorate being
at Waupun, Wisconsin. The contents
of the book reflects his conservative,
Bible-centered background: A championing of the divine truths of faith
and life which have endured through
all assaults from without and from
within the Church of Jesus Christ.

Here are a few of the thoughts expressed:
The Church is occupying herseH
too much with Time and not enough
with Eternity. The battle cry must be:
Back to the Bible. Christianity is
more than Golden Rule religion.
Christians must be heavenly-minded.
The Christian ministry must have an
upward look. The grave is not the
goal. We are saved by faith and not
by works. The means of generating
faith are: The Gospel, the Holy Spirit, and the Election. Not the absolute
or double Election of John Calvin
is h ere presented, for the author
speaks only of those who are saved.
Other fundamental doctrines passionately proclaimed by Pastor Petroelje
are: Prayer as a means of fellowship
with God, the existence and activity
of Satan, and original or inherited
sin. "Satan has a grip on humans
right from their very birth."
The writer points to a present-day
"mutiny within the Church": Religious liberalism, materialism, worldliness, secularism, etc. "Let the Church
be the Church. Let the Church remain Christ's Church." Then she
will be what she should be-"of another world /'
The book is written in simple,
everyday language, and is devoid of
technical and theological terms. It
addresses itself to the "common people," the kind that heard Jesus glad] y. Christians everywhere will subscribe to the truths and appeal s
voiced here. We did not find any
statements about the place of the
Sacraments, Holy Baptism and the
Lord's Supper, in the work of the
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Church. This omission may be traced
LO the Reformed position of the author. While we are glad to see a
restatement of the old truths of Scripture within the non-Lutheran part of
Protestantism, we cannot but regret
that our Christian brethren in the
Calvinistic, Reformed, Presbyterian
folds have not yet come to know the
power and the significance of the
Lord's Sacraments in His Church.
CARL A. GIESELER

ENDURING SATISFACTION:
A Philosophy of Spiritual Growth
By William P. McEwen. Philosophical Library, New York. 1949. 370
pages. $4·75·
HE

author, a professor at Hofstra

T College, wishes to help those
modern men who are spiritually frustrated and distressed to find a way
of making life meaningful and worthwhile. He suggests that this can be
done if they will organize thought,
conduct, and imagination "in accordance with an ideal of spiritual growth
through the cultivation of such spiritual appetites as (I) an appreciation
of the beautiful and sublime, (II) an
enlightened goodwill, (Ill) intellectual curiosity, and (IV) a consecration to some cause that transcends
one's own petty aims." In this way,
he believes, will be produced "a
noble discontent" and "an enduring
satisfaction ." The organization of
thought and life that is contemplated
requires the construction of a metaphysical world-view, consisting of a
coherent system of hypotheses, which
grounds the ideal of spiritual growth
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in the nature of the universe. The
effort to construct such a world-view
occupies the larger portion of the
volume.
Prof. McEwen admits that "if man
is utterly depraved, as [Christianity]
assum es [the Christian solution of
the problem] may well be the true
way of salvation." For himself and
modern man, however, he rejects the
doctrine of original sin and of salvation by God and looks for a way
by which man can save himself, with
or without divine assistance. The result is his coherent system of hypotheses, at which he arrives through a
tortuous process of highly rarefied
reasoning. Of course, where there is
no consciousness of sin, there is no
room for a Savior of sinners, but even
so modern man, who labors and is
heavy laden, will surely not be relieved of his burden of frustration
and hopelessness and find peace and
rest unto his soul in the finespun hypotheses offered him here.

OF FEAR AND FREEDOM
By Carlo Levi. Translated by
Adolphe Gourevitch. Farrar, Straus
and Company, New York. 1950.
135 pages. $2.75.
inclined to think that Mr.
Levi tried very hard to get close
to God with his pen. Written at a
time when "men had to accept this
barrenness of slaughter," Of Fem·
and F1·eedom is an artist's personal
testimony to his incessant search for
something decent and someone trustworthy. Sincerely he writes that religion is "to change the sacred into

I

AM

The CRESSET

62

the sacrificial," and finds that "It was
woman, indeed, who brought the
world out of the black northern
forests." But even the symbol of
woman is shallow and frustrating:
"All things considered, sacred love
is an impossibility: it leads to dea th
even before the start. Such Jove, made
religion, perverts its own fulfillment.
... " Carlo Levi looks at God through
the telescope of himself, and never
quite gets through the skin.
But it is because h e has looked at
God at all that I sympathize with his
searching, and feel sorry that he
found so little. An artist can choose
one of two roads: he can reflect the
d eath of his own time and environment, or he can dare to look for God
and peace from his world. The last
choice is so hideous in its challenge
that I could never disrespect a man
for trying and failing. Carlo Levi is a
mystic with too much mind, too great
diffusion, too little concentration: he
has not learned his real name under
God. But in his book h e has given
a journal of aesthetic and spiritual
trial-and some victory-which, placed
before a world filled with cowardly
and weak artists, will make many feel
ashamed that they did not dare to
fail in the struggle for heaven .
WALTER RIESS

FORGOTTEN RELIGIONS
A Symposium, edited by Vergilius
Ferro. The Philosophical Library,
New York. 1950. 392 pages. $7.50.
HI S

book is "an attempt to bring

T together expressions of the faiths

of men who belong to civilizations
far remote from our own . . . (Egyp-

tian, Sumerian, Hittite, Tibetan,
Hopi Indian, etc.) ... to show something of the splendor, the glory and
the grace of peoples who have preceded us and are now forgotten, together with some of those now living
whose pathways are isolated from our
own immediate traditions." The
twenty monographs in this symposium
are written b y experts who seek to
present the highlights of each religious culture und er consideration,
skipping the technicalities which
would bewilder the layman. The
writers have, for the most part, succeeded. But why should V\Tes tern
Christians want to know about these
"forgotten religions"? Because the
Holy Spirit, says Editor Ferro, has
revealed Himself in them, too. Nor
is there any reason to believe that
Western Christianity is the ultimate
expressio n of what the Holy Spirit
has to give to men. Prof. Ferro declares, " Our own age is just beginning to reconstruct for itself religions
which promise to be more adequate
to the wider vistas of an expanding
universe of physical and cultural experience."
We agree tha t Christians living in
the modern world must consider the
possibility that God has revealed
Himself redemptively in other religious cultures. Perhaps to an extent
unacknowl.edged by the Church since
the days of Origen and St. Augustine.
But we shall certainly not recognize
the authority of other revelations on
the basis of the methodology outlined by Prof. Ferro-a methodology
which classifies religions in terms of
"man's psychical outread1" and of
the "ad equacy" of the cultural con-
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text m which a given religious experience is expressed.
RICHARD SCHEIMANN

HUMANITY AND HAPPINESS
By Georg Brochmann. The Viking Press, New York. 1950. 244
pages. $3.00.
HIS is the story of a Norwegian

T to whom the war meant a search
for God. In Humanity and Happiness Georg Brochmann describes the
trail he had to travel to find Him,
and the many beautiful things God
taught him as he went. It is a book
written by a sensitive Lutheran who
suffered the heel of Nazism, was
driven to look and create for God.
The book is a refreshing proof that
Christian experience is still prominent in good Lutheran theologyNorwegian or German or American.
For a long time some of us had despaired of ever finding in a Lutheran
writer such a sentence as this:

'r

. . . everything seems to slip and the
very foundations of life to give way. Then
one feels that something outside takes
over, takes the lead. One asks, "Who are
you?" And a voice which comes both
from deep within one's self and from
the farthest reaches of the universe answers, "I am your self." No, it is not
the subconscious, not the emotions nor
the will that speaks; it is the soul, one's
religious "I" which reveals itself at the
high point of crisis.
It is obvious that such fine insights
into the Christian life can be found
only in very fine books. Brochmann"s
work is superb.
WALTER RIESS
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DYNAMICS OF PREJUDICE
By Bruno Bettelheim and Morris
Janowitz. Harper and Brothers,
New York. 1950. 227 pages.
ETTER ethnic relations are possible
within our society, the authors
of Dynamics of Prejudice believe; and
modern education, particularly the
education of the small child, could
be so improved that fewer persons
would need to mature into intolerant
adults.
"If we bring our children up wisely, they will not only be happier, but
will also be able to live more successfully with one another. That it seems
possible to raise a generation which
will be relatively free of ethnic intolerance is not only a hope, but a real
possibility and hence a great challenge."
The authors come to this conclusion after an intensive psychological
and sociological study of a "sampling" of 150 veterans in a large city .
Dynamics of Prejudice is not an
easily read book, but sociologists, social workers, ministers and teachers
will find this study, one of a series
of five books sponsored by the American Jewish Committee, a basic contribution, in a limited way, toward a
better understanding of ethnic tolerance. Although these studies focus
specifically on the phenomenon of
anti-Semitism, their findings apply to
problems of group hatred in all of
its manifestations.
Freudian in their approach to this
problem in American society, the
authors employed trained psychiatric

B
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social workers, experienced in public
opinion surveying, to interview the
veterans. The interviews were copiously recorded and their findings
analyzed by statistical tables through
the four classifications of Tolerant,
Stereotyped, Outspoken, and Intense .
The wide range of personal data
sought and the special problems of
building rapport before gathering
data on ethnic attitudes required long
interviews which took from four to
seven hours and in several cases were
carried into two sessions. The veterans were offered ample opportunity
to express personal views on many
issues and to recount their wartime
experiences before ethnic minorities
were mentioned.
It is significant to note from the
study that those who were accepted
as tolerant were those who had stable
religious and political convictions, experienced fewer human wants such
as security and affection, and had less
need for outer controls because they
were more secure and optimistic individuals.
Though the authors felt that ethnic
intolerance can be improved through
the education of the child, they believe present symbols of controls are
waning, that is, the influence of the
church, the family, and other traditional forces, and that the legal
system and its supporting institutions stand out as a basic symbol of
external control, since even the dominant elements of the business community make every effort to perpetua te their group norms through the
legal system-the law and the courts.
The hope of less racial intolerance
is in tht: training of the child, we

agree, with more help from the family, schools, and the church.
MARGARETTA SACKVILLE TANGERMAN

PUERTO RICO'S
ECONOMIC FUTURE
By Harvey S. Perloff. The University of Chicago Press, Chicago. 1950.
394 pages. $4-75·
II E

low standard of living and

T precarious economy of densely
populated Puerto Rico constitute a
critical problem that has not been
solved during the fifty years of American administration. Feeble and spasmodic efforts to counteract specific
aspects of the problem have never
gone to the core of the problem
while many phases of this complex
situation have been completely ignored.
Puerto Rico's Economic Future represents the results of an intensive
study of the entire problem undertaken at the request of the University
of Puerto Rico in an attempt to determine the basic factors in the problem. The author, an eminent economist, presents a clear and thorough
analysis of the problems of this densely populated region that has few
minerals and a restricted amount of
arable land, is dominated by commercial agriculture, and dependent
on American capital, markets, and
political decisions. The interrelationship of fac tors contributes to complexity; however, the rigorous application of analytical technique clearly
discloses the nature of the problem
and points logically to the changes
that must be introduced if improvements are to occur.
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This is an outstanding contribution
to the solution of the problems of
Puerto Rico and as such should appeal to anyone interested in that
island. It demonstrates, at the same
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time, an approach to the study of
national and international problems
that offers hope for a just and reasonable solution.
E . .J. BULS

In America the whole process of education is being
more and more turned over to schools and colleges. The
church has lost much of its prestige and seems to be
having less and less influence in molding even the ideals
of young people. The home is far from the powerful
institution it was in most earlier societies. Apartment
living, divorces, abdication of authority, have nearly
written the family out as a guiding influence in children's
lives. Play is increasingly on school grounds or public
parks; standards of conduct for children are set by the
gang and the play group; precepts come screaming out
from tabloids and comic strips or dripping from suave
radio voices and glamorous movie stars. The wise old
men of the tribe are crowded out by the platitudes of the
latest world's champion boxer, by ambitious politicians,
by advertising slogans, by best sellers on how to make
friends and influence people. Whether they like it or not,
schools and colleges have to assume almost the whole role
of serious education in America.-EnwiN R. EMBREE m
The American journal of Sociology, May, 1943.

Motion Picture
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evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

ago everybody
A who ismonths
anybody in the phoFEW

tographic world journeyed to
Rochester, New York, to witness
-or to take part in-the impressive
ceremonies which marked the formal opening of an important new
museum of photography. According to the provisions of the will
of George Eastman, the founder
of the Eastman Kodak Company,
his magnificent Rochester home
was to be used as the residence of
the president of Rochester University for at least ten years after
Mr. Eastman's death. When the
designated term expired, the trustees of Mr. Eastman's estate decided to convert the splendid mansion into a repository for the most
complete collection of photographic paraphernalia to be found
anywhere in the world. Beaumont
Newhall, formerly Curator of Photography at the New York Museum of Modern Art, has been appointed curator of the new museum of photography, to be known
as the George Eastman House.

Thomas J. Hargrave, president
of Eastman Kodak Company,
opened the dedicatory ceremonies
by cutting a symbolic strip of film
which had been stretched across
the entrance lobby. Mary Pickford
and Rear Admiral Richard E.
Byrd were among the notables
whose names appeared on the inaugural program. A little later
Edward Steichen, dean of American photographers; Dr. C. E. K.
Mees, head of the Eastman research department, and Dr. Marcel Abritat, of France, took part
in a symposium. Other prominent
guests were the renowned photographers Yousouf Karsh and Ansel
Adams; Paul Vanderbilt, chief of
the photography division of the
Library of Congress; Roy E. Styker, director of photography for
Standard Oil of New Jersey; Howard Hanson, head of the Eastman
School of Music, and Carl Sandburg, America's foremost man of
letters.
The exhibits in the George
Eastman House range from the
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ancient to the ultramodern. A
unique collection of camera equipment represents a thumbnail history of the art of photography.
A section devoted to the motion
picture graphically displays the
successive steps in the development of this young medium. Another department illustrates the
marvel of the X-ray and shows the
importance of photography in
medicine and related sciences.
The George Eastman House is
a fine tribute to the memory of
the enterprising and philanthropic founder of the Eastman Kodak
Company as well as a significant
contribution to the cultural assets
of our nation.
Have you heard? This year1950-is "the Cinderella year."
This is the cheery word that comes
from the famous Walt Disney
Studios in Hollywood. The artists
and craftsmen who make up the
large Disney organization are rejoicing because there seems to be
little doubt that Mr. Disney's new
feature-length, all-cartoon film
Cinderella (Walt Disney; RKORadio) will match the smash-hit
records achieved by Snow White
and Dumbo.
For more than 300 years children in many parts of the world
have been charmed by the appealing fairy tale of the poor little
cinder maiden who captured the
heart and the hand of the Royal
Prince Charming. The story of
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Cinderella appeared in German
literature as early as the sixteenth
century. About a hundred years
later a French version, written
by Charles Perrault, gained wide
popularity. Mr. Disney's screen
presentation of the ancient legend
is based on this seventeenth-century French account. The picture
contains many typical Disney additions and embellishments. There
is, for example, the cat Lucifer, as
blackhearted a villain as ever you
have encountered in the enchanted realm of make-believe. To offset the evil designs of Lucifer we
have two brave mice. Gus and his
pal Jaq are a pair of heroes to
delight the hearts of children of
any age and of every age. There
are tuneful songs, too, as well as
captivating furred and feathered
creatures and breath-tak ingly
beautiful technicolor photography.
Anyone who does not enjoy a trip
into the wonderful fairyland created by Mr. Disney's artists had
better look to the state of h is
liver. I have only one small quarrel with Mr. Disney's slogan. If
this is "the year of Cinderella,"
where is my fairy godmother? To
date she has not appeared to wave
her magic wand over me.
Before our thoughts come thudding down to this sober, work-aday world, it might be well to dispose of the remarkably gifte d
Army mule who could, and did,
Yoice his contempt for the two-
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legged creatures called human beings.The film Francis (UniversalInternational), a fanciful and nonsensical war story, successfully captures the delightful whimsy of the
David Stern novel from which the
screen adaptation was made. The
thirteen-year-old Missoli(i mule
who plays the title role proves
himself to be every inch a star in
this unpretentious but amusing
comedy. I am happy to be able
to report that Francis seems to
find the supporting cast reasonably satisfactory.
Three Came Home (2oth Century-Fox, Jean Negulesco) presents
a totally different aspect of World
War II. Adapted from Agnes Newton Keith's grim, factual account
of her experiences in a Japanese
prison camp on Borneo, this deeply moving film reminds us that the
horror and the tragedy that are
part of every war are not restricteel to the armed forces in uniform
or to actual combat areas. Three
Came Home is an excellent picture even though it does not quite
achieve the stark simplicity and
the realistic reporting which characterize Mrs. Keith's widely read
book. Claudette Colbert's performance is sensitive and restrained. She receives fine support
from Patrie Knowles, Florence
Desmond, Sessue Hayakawa, and
the other members of the wellchosen cast.
I suppose one can say that

hearts are trumps in the next
three pictures, but not one of the
three can be said to have made a
grand slam-or even a little slam.
The Astonis-hed Heart Q. Arthur
Rank; Universal-International)
stars Noel Coward in a lusterless
version of Mr. Coward's brittle
and artificial comedy about the
affairs of a confounded psychiatrist. Down on every count!
If you are troubled by a secret
hankering for a good cry, My
Foolish Heart (Samuel Goldwyn;
Mark Robson) is just the picture
for you. You may shed tears of
anguished sympathy for the soapopera sufferings portrayed on the
screen, or you may just shed tears
of anguish. Period. Down one, Mr.
Goldwyn!
By far the best of the "heart"
pictures is My Hasty Heart (Warners), Ronald MacDougall's screen
adaptation of John Patrick's 1945
Broadway hit play. This is the
poignant story of Corporal Lachie
MacLachlan, a young soldier who
was hit by a J ap shell on the last
clay of the war. Lachie believes
himself to be well on the way to
recovery. Actually, he is dying,
and he is the only one in the base
hospital who does not know that
only a few short weeks of life are
left to him. Richard Todd plays
the doomed corporal with fine
skill. He has expert assistance
from Ronald Reagan, Patricia
Neal , and the other players in a
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uniformly good cast. The direction is excellent.
It had to happen. Hollywood
is at work on a cycle of films
devoted to supersonic aviation.
Humphrey Bogart plays the daring test pilot in Chain Lightning
(Warners), the first of the jet plane
pictures to be released. Superb
photography injects excitement
into this otherwise run-of-the-mill
Bogart vehicle.
There seems to be no end to the
so-called psychiatric pictures. We
come now to Young Man with a
Horn (Warners), but there is no
need to linger. In the film the
young man with a horn goes to
pieces, his wife goes to pieces, and
one wishes that the other woman
-Lauren Bacall-had gone to
pieces and quickly disappeared in
her first scene. By the time this
singularly inept celluloid drama
has played itself out, your reviewer had almost gone to pieces.
Naturally, there is a psychiatrist in Mother Didn't Tell Me
(Warners). This is a vacuous, slaphappy little tale of young love.
There are a few bright spots in
this gag fest, but they aren't bright
enough to offset long stretches of
boredom.
Clark Gable is back for another
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try at bolstering waning box-office
appeal. It isn't at all likely that
Key to the City (M-G-M) will do
the trick. Clumsy horse play and
double-entendre dialogue are
never a satisfactory substitute for
a good story and genuine wit and
comed y.
Paid in Full (Paramount) is said
to be based on a true story originally published in R eaders Digest. I did not read the story. I
can only report that the film is
turgid melodrama of the worst
soap-opera type.
Although Stage Fright (Warners, Alfred Hitchcock) does not
measure up to Alfred Hitchcock's
best suspense pictures, it is still
superior to the average mystery
yarn. The acting is exceptionall y
good.
Here arc two undistinguished
who-dun-its: Th e Tattooed Stranger (RKO-Radio) and Woman in
Hiding (Universal-International).
Nancy Goes to Rio (M-G-M,
Robert Z. Leonard) stars Jane
Powell and Ann Sothern in a gay
tcchnicolor musical extravaganza.
Quantrell's savage guerrillas
ride again in Fighting ·Man of the
Plains (2oth Century-Fox, Edwin
L. Marin), a cinecolor western
starring Randolph Scott.
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Two Poems from

Prelude to Heaven
By

RonERT CHARLES SAUER

Embers
So you, too, must go.
The dawn will disclose only
Pale-gray ashes:
Hardly a picture of you in life!
And yet for all things,
As for you,
There is a twilight,
A time when
The Hashing sharpness
The bold defiance
Of living
Must mellow
Into a quiet beauty
That only age can know.
Is this your destiny, then,
Here below:
A momentary twilight,
A wavering glow
Of many embers,
Like old, trembling, folded handsNow at rest, unchallenging,
Yet content
To be so?
Or is this the ultimate success;
The final goal
On earthen sod:
A touch of heaven's peace
Upon the waiting soul
From the warmth
Of the Bosom of God?
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First Snow
\.Ve've been wa1tmg for you!
Again the wintry day revealed
Our solitary oak,
Forsaken of leaves,
Finally weary of standing
Strong
Before the wind and rain.
Now, as evening
Stain the earthen
You drape upon
Unnumbered bits
\.Veaving great
Immaculate
Sheets
Of white,
Until
The night,
And suddenly
All is still. . . .

shadows
floor,
his tired frame
of cloud,

A curious moon,
Surprised to see
The moveless
White-frocked tree,
Pauses-

Looks here and there,
Hoping to find a sign of life:
A leafy whisperA night-bird's callA branch's groanAn acorn fallBut all
Is
Still.
Her walk along
The star-strewn path
Is lonely, now;
Her light: a blue
Half-hearted hue.
But as the rosy east
Advents a rising sun,
The setting moon
Winks
Her fading eye,
And sinks
To contented rest,
Suddenly remembering
The surely-promised
Spring!
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EXT month, our feature article
wi ll be a discussion of ComN
munism in its philosophical implica-

many o£ the outstanding historians
and political scientists of both the
United States and the Continent. In
1926-1927, he was American exchange
professor at the University of Gottin ge n.

tions and its historical roots. The
author is a former member of the
Hungaran diplomatic corps, now a
refugee from the Communist government of his homeland. As we shall
say in our introduction to the article,
we run it not only
because it performs
a valuable function
in clarifying some
of the implications
of the Communist
philosophy but because we are happy
to have the opportunity to give those
who have been
pushed around by
the Communists a
chance to crack
PROBLEMS
back at their perCONTRIBUTORS
secutors.

shall be interested in readerreaction to our
rather hesitant venture into the realm
of humor ("Conversation Piece" by
Louis Baldwin). For
some time we have
suspected that we
needed something
light but not frothy
to brighten up the
CRESSET, but, as
every editor knows,
it is hard to come
across good humorous writing nowadays.
NOTES
We believe that
Mr. Baldwin has
hit the note we
want. Humorous
writing approaches
its highest form when it deflates pomposity and we think that many of
our readers will agree that the oracular experts on many of the discussion
programs have practically invited the
sort of treatment Mr. Baldwin gives
them. Mr. Baldwin is a member of
the department of English at DePaul
University in Chicago.
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Lamp
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FINAL

The author of
this month's feature
review ("U. S. Procurator in Germany"), Dr. Frederick-Konrad Kru·
ger, brings an unusually fine background to his reviewing. Born and
educated in Germany (Ph.D. at the
University of Tubingen), Dr. Kruger
has traveled extensively in Middle
Europe and has lectured at universities in Germany, in Hungary, and in
Bulgaria. He is a personal friend of
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